Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



■mawiRBwr- 

BlodQett, Frances E. 
Blodgetl readers bv grades / 

Stanford LIniyersity Librar 



3 6105 04923 2288 



I 



rmii «Ba!!iiis iiTu] 

iyaM*li!a ii @ a mAu^tk 

SCHOOL OF F.DUCATJON 
LIBRARY 



TEXTBOOK COLLECTION 

GIFT OF 

THE PUBLISHERS 



STANFORD \^^ UNr\'ER.SITr 
LIBRARIES 






i 



DEPART MEN I OF 
EDUCATION 

MAR] 1 1919 
LELAND STANFORD 

JUNIOR UNIVERSITY 




.'••\ 









/ , I ■ ■ ■ ■ ' I ^ 



> 



THE BLODGETT READERS BY GRADES 



BOOK TWO 



BY 

FRANCES E. BLODGETT 



AND 



ANDREW B. BLODGETT 

Superintendent of Schools, Syracuse, N.Y. 



GINN AND COMPANY 

BOSTON • NEW YORK • CHICAGO.. LONDON 



588299 
C 

Copyright, 1905, 1910, by 
Fbances E. Blodoett and Andrew B. Blodoett 



ALL RIGHTS RESERVED 



610.6 



GINN AND COMPANY • PRO- 
PRIETORS • BOSTON • U.S.A. 



PREFACE 

Following the plan of Book One, the aim has been to 
make this a book which children will like to read. 

The nature, animal, and fairy stories touch a variety 
of subjects, abound in imagination, and are full of life 
and movement. They will stimulate a taste for the best 
literature. 

The close relation between the text and the illustrations 
will incite interest and lead to quick comprehension and 
natural expression. 

Information is plentiful, and the teacher will find that 
the stories readily lend themselves to question and answer, 
and to easy conversation. 

All new words are placed at the beginning of the 

lessons. They are few in number and are free from 

markings. Children should not have permanently before 

them a distorted form of the word they are to learn. 

Diacritical marking, for teaching purposes, should be 

confined to blackboard illustration, which may be quickly 

erased, 
t iii 
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The phonic work, suggested in Book One, should be 
continued. In the development of new words and as an 
aid to pronunciation it is invaluable. 

For the use of copyrighted material we gratefully 
acknowledge the courtesy of the following publishers : 
Milton Bradley Company for "Two Little Crickets/' 
"Billy Boy/' "The Little Gray Pony/' "Mrs. Tabby 
Gray/' and "The Turkey's Nest"; Charles Scribner's 
Sons for " Little Boy Blue " ; J. B. Lippincott Company 
for " Moufflon " ; E. P. Button & Co. for "The Contented 
Earthworms " ; Educational Publishing Company for 
" Funny Little Tadpoles " ; and Houghton Mifflin Com- 
pany for " Why the Evergreen Trees never lose their 

Leaves." ^ 

The Authors 



t 



CONTENTS 

PAGE 

The Story op a Nest 1 

The Dandelion. Mrs. Erskine 3 

The Fish that Johnny caught — I 4 

The Fish that Johnny caught — II 6 

Mother Spider and her Babies — I 9 

Mother Spider and her Babies — II 11 

Bed in Summer. Robert Louis Stevenson 14 

Paul wants a Pony 15 

The Story Paul's Father told 16 

The Lark and the Farmer. (^Adapted) 19 

The Wind. Christina G. Rossetti 22 

The Rabbit's Story : 23 

The Tree, the Nest, and the Eggs. {Selected) ...... 25 

The Leaf that was afraid. Henry Ward Beecher (Adapted) . 27 

The Wind and the Leaves. George Cooper 29 

Billy Boy seeks his Fortune — I. Jane L. Hoxie (^Adapted) . 30 

Billy Boy seeks his Fortune — II 32 

Billy Boy seeks his Fortune — III .- 34 

Some Babies that lived in the Woods 37 

Who loves the Trees best? Alice May Douglas 39 

The Plow that is alive 40 

The Beginning of a Johnnycake 42 

The Little Angel. Elizabeth Prentiss 45 

Jack sees a Fairy — I 46 

Jack sees a Fairy — II ; 49 

Jack sees a Fairy — III , "^5^ 



VI 

PAGE 

Mother Earth's Quilts. (Selected) 54 

The Contented Earthworms. Clara D. Pierson (Adapted) . . 55 

Boats sail on the Rivers. Christina G. Rossetti 57 

The Daisy and the Lark — I. Hans Christian Andersen (Adapted) 58 

The Daisy and the Lark — II 60 

How THE Mouse helped the Lion. (Adapted) 62 

The Horse-Chestnut's Name 64 

The Little Boy and the Moon. Emily Huntington Miller ... 67 

A Little Girl's Fairy Story 68 

The Brave Tin Soldier — I. Hans Christian Andersen (Adapted) 70 

The Brave Tin Soldier — II 73 

The Brave Tin Soldier — III 75 

Eugene Field and his Little Friends ......... 77 

Little Boy Blue. Eugene Field 79 

Our Rubber Balls 81 

Daisies. Frank Dempster Sherman . 83 

Two Little Crickets — I. Edith C. Pineo (Adapted) 84 

Two Little Crickets — II 87 

How the Little Plant grew 90 

The Story of Abraham Lincoln — I 92 

The Story of Abraham Lincoln — II 96 

Clytie 100 

Falling Snow. (Selected) 103 

The Little Gray Pony — I. Maud Lindsay (Adapted) . . . .104 

The Little Gray Pony — II 106 

The Firefly. H. R. Schoolcraft 109 

How Grandpa was lost in a Forest — I 110 

How Grandpa was lost in a Forest — II 114 

How Grandpa was lost in a Forest — III 117 

The Song of the Thrush. Lucy Larcom 120 

Why the Evergreen Trees never lose their Leaves — I. 

Florence Holhrook 122 



• • 



PAGE 

Why the Evergreen Trees never lose their Leaves — II . 125 

MouFFLOU — I. Ouida (Adapted) 128 

MOUFFLOU — II 132 

MoUFFLOU — III 137 

Mrs. Tabby Gray — I. Maud Lindsay 141 

Mrs. Tabby Gray — II 144 

Sweet and Low. Alfred Tennyson 147 

Funny Little Tadpoles — I. Lizzie M. Hadley (Adapted) , . . 148 

Funny Little Tadpoles — II 151 

The Turkey's Nest — I. Maud Lindsay 154 

The Turkey's Nest — II 157 

Clovers. Helena Leeming Jelliffe 160 

The Perfect Lily — I. Mary E, Hutcheson (Adapted) .... 161 
The Perfect Lily — II 162 

APPENDIX 167 

Guide to Pronunciation 168 

Word List f69 



THE BLODGETT READERS 
BY GRADES 

BOOK TWO 




THE STORY OF A NEST 

safe while brought 

o ri ole eyes nod ded 

Near the children's window two birds wei-e 
building a nest. 

What a warm sunny place they had found in 
the old maple tree! 

When Mrs. Oriole was too busy to leave the 
tree, Mr. Oriole brought her some food. 
. Then he sang a sweet little song while she 
worked. 



One day the birds heard children's voices. 

Their bright eyes did not have to look far, for 
there under the tree were two little boys. 

'* Look, George,'' said one of the boys, '' see that 
oriole's nest. It looks like a pretty basket. Let 
us climb the tree and get it." 

''No," said George, ''I will not do that, for 
the nest is the birds' little home. Come up- 
stairs to my window and there we can see them 
at work." 

Then away the boys ran to the house. 

The birds in the tree had heard every word. 

At first how frightened they were ! 

But when little George spoke, they nodded 
their heads and laughed. 

''That dear boy lives in this yard," said Mrs. 
Oriole. 

"I am glad of that," said Mr. Oriole, "for now 
I know we are safe. I will sing him a sweet song 
every morning, and when our little birds come, 
they will sing for him, too." 




wait 
till 

dandelion, yellow as gold, 
What do you do all day? 

1 just wait here in the tall green grass 
Till the children come to play. 

dandelion, yellow as gold, 
What do you do all night? 

1 wait and wait while the cool dew falls 
And my hair grows long and whit«. 

And what do you do when your hair grows white 

And the children come to play? 
They take me up in their dimpled hands 

And blow my hair away. 




THE FISH THAT JOHNNY CAUGHT — I 



hook 
caught 



pail 

trout 



swim 
river 



" Little fish down in the brook, 
I have caught him with my hook." 

So sang Johnny as he ran into the house with 
a pail in his hand. 

"Oh, what have you there? " asked Bessie. 

" A fish, Bessie, and I am going to put him 
in the water with the goldfish." 

" Is he pretty, Johnny ? " 

" No, you will not think he is pretty. He is 
not red and yellow, like your goldfish, but he 
has pretty little speckles," 



" Oh, please let me see/' said Bessie, jumping 
up and down. 

'*Wait till I put him in the water box, then 
you can see him,'' said Johnny. 

"There, Mr. Fish, how do you like your new 
home ? " 

'* Oh, he is pretty ! " said Bessie. " What kind 
of a fish is he ? " 

"It looks to me like a brook trout," said 
grandma. " Where did you get him, Johnny? " 

" I caught him in the river, grandma, near the 
woods." 

"Poor little fish! Will he live, mother?" 
asked Bessie. 

"I do not know, my dear. He is very much 
frightened just now. See how fast he swims about. " 

By and by mother and grandma went upstairs 
and Bessie ran outdoors to play with Kover in 
the garden. 

Then Johnny sat down near the box. 

He was very warm and tired. 




THE FISH THAT JOHNNY CAUGHT — II 



die 
son 



hill side 
be cause 



room 
dream 



Pretty soon the little trout spoke. 
"0 Johnny," he said, "I am going to die, I 
know I am. I can never live in this water box." 



"Why not? Isn't it just as good a place as 
your home in the river?'' asked the boy. 

"The river was not my home," said the fish. 
" Oh, no, my home was in a brook on the hill- 
side. The air was very sweet in my little brook 
home, and I was so happy there ! so happy ! " 

"Then why did you come away?" asked 
Johnny. 

"Because I wanted to see the river with its 
big sailboats. And I had never been away from 
home before. 

" But now you have caught me and here I am 
— away from all the things I love. 

"I shall never again see the flowers on the 
hillside. I shall never again hear the birds in 
the trees." 

"Oh, yes, you shall," nodded Johnny, "for I 
am going to take you right back to the place 
where I found you. 

"Then you can go back to your little brook 
home as fast as ever you can ^ytyW 
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" Oh, will you do that ? '' asked the fish. "How 
kind you are ! '' 

''Yes, I will,'' said Johnny. ''It is not very 
nice to keep you here.'' 

Just then Bessie ran into the room. 

Johnny opened his eyes and looked all about- 
Had he been asleep ? Was it all a dream ? 

He sat and thought a long, long time. 

By and by his mother, looking out of the win- 
dow, saw her little son go by. 

He had a pail in his hand and was walking 
very fast. 

" Where is he going, mother? " asked Bessie. 

'* To the river, I think, my dear.'' 

When Bessie looked in the water box the little 
trout was gone. 




MOTHER SPIDER AND HER BABIES — I 



both 



mouth 



for got 
knocked 



It was a bright day in June and all the 
meadow people were awake. 

Mother ants were busy can-ying food to their 
babies. 

Bees were flying from flower to flower for 
honey ; while down by the garden gate, a grass- 
hopper sang and a toad hopped vn. tVift. "^^asvs:^ ■s?>xy. 
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All at once the little toad laughed. 

'' Look ! look ! '' he said, '' here comes a big 
spider! How fast she is running! And see if 
you can tell what she has in her mouth. It looks 
like a little white bag." 

Grasshopper Green jumped out of the grass 
to see. 

He jumped so far that — what do you think ? 

He knocked Mrs. Spider over. 

"I am very sorry/' said he. '*Do you think 
you are hurt?'' 

But the spider said never a word. 

She picked up the bag that had dropped from 
her mouth and hid away in the grass. 

'' My ! " laughed the toad, " how frightened she 
was ! Did you see what she had in her bag? " 

*'No," said the grasshopper, ''but she may 
come back this way. Let us wait in this tall 
green grass and see." 

But soon they both hopped under the gate and 
forgot all about the black spider. 




MOTHER SPIDER AND HER BABIES — H 



touch 



hap pen 
early. 



a f raid 
to geth er 



Early one morning the gi-asshopper went out 
for a hop. 

He had not gone very far when he saw the 
black spider. 

She was not running now and her little white 
bag was gone. 

But she carried something on her back. 

The grasshopper could not tell what it was. 

" Good morning, Mrs. Spider," he called ; " you 
seem very tired. Can I help you carry some of 
your things?" 
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" Oh, no," said the spider, '' these are my dear 
little babies. Please do not come very near. 

"I was so afraid something would happen to 
my little bag of eggs, and then I should never 
have had these dear children.'' 

"Did you carry your eggs in a bag?'' asked 
the grasshopper. 

•"' Yes, and one day I fell down and dropped 
them, you know. But they were not hurt," said 
the spider. 

'* I am very glad to hear you say that," said the 
grasshopper. " I was sorry I knocked you down. 
I should have looked where I was going. 

''But aren't you tired with carrying all your 
children?" 

" Oh, no," said Mother Spider. '' If my babies 
are safe and happy, I never think of being 
tired. 

'' Soon they will grow big and strong and we 
shall run about together. How happy we shall 
be then ! " 



" Yes, that will be very nice," said Grasshop- 
per Green. " I have some tiny boys of my own 
at home, and they are growing, too. It is time 
I went to see them. Good day, my dear 
Mrs. Spider." 

Then oflf he hopped, while brave Mother Spider 
went on her way. 

She was looking for a breakfast for her babies. 




AH things bright and beautifulj 
All creatures great and small, . 

All things wise and wonderful, 
The Lord God made them all. 
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BED IN SUMMER 

light still street 

feet past clear 

In winter I get up at night 
And dress by yellow candle-light. 
In summer, just the other way, 
I have to go to bed by day. 

I have to go to bed and see 
The birds still hopping on the tree. 
Or hear the grown-up people's feet 
still going past me in the street. 

And does it not seem hard to you, 
When all the sky is clear and blue, 
And I should like so much to play. 
To have to go to bed by day? 

EoBEBT Louis Stevenson. 



I 
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PAUL WANTS A PONY 

toys a ny way po ny 

be side noth ing well 

** Oh, dear ! '' said Paul one day. '' I am tired of 
all my toys and playthings. 

^* My old rocking-horse is broken into pieces 
and I can't ride on it any more. 

^^ I am too big to ride on a rocking-horse any- 
way. I wish I had a pony to play with.'' 

^^Well, my son," said his father, ^* are n't you 
always wishing for something you do not have ? 

" Come and sit down here beside me and I will 
tell you a story." 

Paul liked nothing so well as a story, so he 
brought his little chair and sat down beside his 
father. 

** Is it a true story? " he asked. 

"Yes," said his father, ^'I think so." 




THE STORY PAUL'S FATHER TOLD 



full 
king 



prince 
cas tie 



mud-pies 
ev er y thing 



Long ago there was a little prince. 

He was the son of a great king. 
' The king loved his little son and gave him all 
the playthings he could think of. 

Now it happened that some poor boys lived 
near this little prince. 
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And every day they saw the child ride past on 
his beautiful black horse. 

As the boys looked at him they thought, 
'' How happy he must be ! He can do every- 
thing he likes.'' 

What he would have liked just then was to 
stop and play with them. But the boys did not 
know that. 

One day when the prince looked out of the win- 
dow, he saw the boys playing ball in the street. 

**I think I should like to play ball," he said. 

So his father gave him a nice new ball. 

But there was no one to toss or catch, so play- 
ing ball wasn't much fun. 

Then he saw the boys flying a kite and he 
thought he should like a kite. 

His father gave him that, too, but he soon 
grew tired of it. 

Every now and then the little street boys 
would look up at the window where the child 
was standing. 
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"How we should like his fine playthings," 
they thought. 

But the prince did not know what they thought 
and they did not know what he thought. 

So it went on for some time. 

One day his mother saw that he did not look 
very happy and she said to him, '' What do you 
want, my son? The castle is full of toys and 
playthings, but you don't touch or look at any 
of them." 

"0 mother," said the prince, ''I am tired of 
all my toys. I want to go and make mud-pies 
with the boys." 

That is all of the story, Paul. 

The prince wanted to make mud-pies. 

The poor boys wanted the fine playthings of 
the prince. And you, my son, would like a pony. 

It is true that every one wants something he 
does not have. 

And after all it is not what a boy has that 
makes him happy. 




THl 


LARK 


AND THE 


PARMER 


lid' 




myself 


friends 


ext 




him self 


spread 



One summer a lark built her nest in a field of 
wheat 

She laid four speckled e^s in the nest and 
soon there were four little birds. 

The mother bird flew off every day to find food 
for her babies. 

One morning she said, " This wheat is ripe, 
my children. I think the farmer will wys^ *3ci^i'^s-. 
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If he comes to the field to-day, do not forget 
to tell me all that he says.'' 

Then she spread her wings and flew away. 

While she was gone the farmer came to the 
field. 

'' This wheat is ripe/' he said. '' I shall cut it 
to-morrow if I can get my friends to help me." 

When the lark came home her little ones said, 
** mother! mother! the farmer has been here 
to look at the wheat. 

*^He says he will cut it to-moiTow if he can 
get his friends to help him. What shall we do ? 
Must we fly away? '' 

*^Do not be afraid, my children,'' said the lark. 
^^ The farmer's friends will not come to help him. 
They will have their own work to do. We are 
safe for a while." 

The next morning the farmer came again to 
the field. 

'' My friends did not come," he said. '' Now I 
will go and ask my uncles to help me." 
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Again the little larks were frightened. That 
night they told their mother all they had heard. 

'' Must we go now? '' they asked. 

^^ No/' said the mother bird. ^^ The farmer's 
friends did not come to-day. His uncles will not 
come to-morrow. We need not fly away yef 

But the next day when the farmer came to the 

• field he said, '' My friends and uncles are not 

coming to help me, and this work should be 

done at once. To-morrow I will cut the wheat 

myself.'' 

When the mother bird heard these words she 
said, "Now the wheat will be cut, my children. 
The farmer is ready to do it himself. We must 
fly away at once." 

So all the larks spread their wings and flew 
away together. 

Adapted. 





THE WIND 



nei ther through bow 

trem bling pass ing nor 

Who has seen the wind? 

Neither I nor you; 
But when the leaves hang trembling, 

The wind is passing through. 

Who has seen the wind? 

Neither you nor I ; 
But when the trees bow down their heads, 

The wind is passing by. 

GHBiaTINA G. ROSSETTI. 




THE RABBIT'S STORY 



Bun ny cat such 

far ther a long watch 

I will tell you a story about myself. 

I am a rabbit and my name is Bunny. 

A little boy owns me and he is kind to me, 
but sometimes he foi^ets to give me a drink. 

Early one morning when I was out looking for 
water I saw a white cat 

She was sitting under an old willow tree in 
the yard. 

Now I do not like cats. They have such sharp 
green eyes. 

My eyes are soft and pink. 



24 

Well, I stopped right where I was to Watch 
the kitty. 

She did not see me. Slie was looking at some- 
thing farther away. What could it be ? 

I hopped along wliere I could see, and there 
near the gate was a big black dog. 

When I saw that dog I said to myself, " Bunny, 
it will be no fun for you if that dog sees you." 

I gave one more look. 

The dog was not asleep — no, he looked as if 
he were about to spring at the cat. 

I shall never foi-get how frightened I was. 

I did not wait to say "one, two, three," but 
gave a jump. 

Then home I ran as fast as I could go. 

I am here to tell this story, so I think the dog 
did not see me. 
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THE TREE, THE NEST, AND THE EGGS 

stood prettiest around branch 

There was a tree stood in the ground, 
The prettiest tree you ever did see, 
With the green grass growing all around. 

Now on this tree there was a branch, 

The prettiest branch you ever did see, — 

The branch on the tree and the tree in the 

ground. 
And the green grass growing aW ^xwisA. 




Now on this branch there was a nest, 
The prettiest nest you ever did see, — 
The nest on the branch, and the branch on the 

tree, 
And the tree in the ground, 
And the green grass growing all around. 

Now in this nest there were some eggs, 
The prettiest eggs you ever did see, — 
The eggs in the nest, and the nest on the branch, 
The branch on the tree, and the tree in the 

ground. 
And the green grass growing all around. 

Selected. 
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THE LEAF 


THAT 


WAS AFRAID 




cry 




vine 


won der 




leaf 




shook 


mat ter 





One day a maple leaf was heard to cry, as 
leaves sometimes do when the wind is about. 

"What is the matter?" asked the bnmch on 
which the little leaf grew. 

" Oh," said the leaf, " the wind has just told me 
that some day he will come and blow me away." 

Then the branch told the tree, and the tree 
laughed till it shook all over. 

"Tell that little leaf," said Mother Tree, "not 
to be afraid ; to hang on and it shall not go till 
it wants to." 
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When the maple leaf heard this, it stopped 
crying and sang and danced in the sunshine. 

And so it grew from day to day. 

By and by it saw that all the other leaves 
were growing very beautiful. 

Some were yellow and some were red, and some 
were both yellow and red. 

*'I wonder what is going to happen,'' said the 
leaf. 

*^I will tell you,'' said the tree. '' It is autumn 
now. The leaves are getting ready to fly away. 

** They wear their pretty dresses because their 
work is done." 

Then the little leaf wanted to go, too, and grew 
very beautiful in thinking about it. 

Soon a strong wind came and the leaf let go. 

The wind carried it and laid it to sleep beside 
a rose vine. 

And the leaf never waked up to tell what it 
dreamed about. 

Henby Ward Beecheb. (^Adapted,) 



29 




THE WIND AND THE LEAVES 

o'er content earthy 

knew flut ter ing blan ket 

^^ Come, little leaves/' said the wind one day, 
*' Come o'er the meadows with me, and play; 
Put on your dresses of red and gold, — 
Summer is gone and the days grow cold." 

Soon as the leaves heard the wind's loud call, 
Down they came fluttering, one and all; 
Over the brown fields they danced and flew, 
Singing the soft little songs they knew. 

Dancing and flying the little leaves went; 
Winter had called them and they were content 
Soon fast- asleep in their earthy beds. 
The snow laid a blanket over their heads. 



BILLY BOY SEEKS HIS FORTUNE — I 



met 
seek 



fol lowed 
for tune 



road 
moo 



Once upon a time a boy named Billy went out 
to seek his fortune. 

He had not gone far on the road when he met 
a cow. 




" Moo, moo, moo ! " 
said the cow, as 
looked at him. "Where are ■ 
you going, Billy Boy ? ' 

" Oh, I am going to seek my fortune," said Billy. 

"May I go too?" 

" No, I think not." 

"Oh, please say yes." 

" "Well, then, come along." 

So the cow followed on after Billy Boy. 
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They went along a little way farther and met 
a dog. 

" Bow, wow, wow ! " said the dog. 
" Where are you going, Billy Boy? " 

" Oh, I am going to seek my fortune." 

"May I go too?" 

"No, I think not." 

" Oh, please say yes." 

"Well, then, come along.' 

So the dog followed on after Billy Boy. 

They went along a little way farther and met 
a pussy cat 

" Meow, meow, meow ! " 
said the cat. "Where are 
you going, Billy Boy?" 

" Oh, I am going to seek my fortune." 

"May I go too?" 

" No, I think not." 

" Oh, please say yes." 

"Well, then, come along." 

So the cat followed on after Billy Bo^. 




BILLY 


BOY 


SEEKS 


HIS 


FORTUNE — 


dark 




begin 




a ny thing 


bark 




mew 




e ven ing 



They went along a little way farther and met 
i turkey. 

" Gobble, gobble, gobble ! " said the turkey. 
'Where are you going, Billy Boy?" 

" Oh, I am going to seek my fortune." 



" May I go too ? 

"No, I think not." 

" Oh, please say yes." 

"Well, then, come along.' 

So the turkey followed on aftei Billj Boy 

They went along a little way farther and met 
I hen. 

" Cackle, cackle, cackle ! " said the hen. 
' Where are you going, Billy Boy ? " 
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" Oh, I am going to seek my foi-tune.' 

" May I go too? " 

"No, I think not." 

" Oh, please say yes." 

"Well, then, come along." 

So the hen followed on after Billy Boy. 

All day long they walked together through the 
fields and meadows. 

And that evening, just as it was growing dark, 
they came to some woods. 

" I am not afraid of the dark," said Billy. " li 
anything should frighten me I will just begin to 
whistle." 

"And I will begin to moo," said the cow. 

" And I will begin to bark," said the dog. 

" And I will begin to mew," said the cat. 

" And I will begin to gobble," said the turkey. 

" And I will begin to cackle," said the hen. 

" Very well," said Billy. " We need not be 
afraid." 

So on they went into the woods. 



BILLY BOY SEEKS HIS FORTUNE — III 
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They had not gone far when they heard a great 
noise. 

Billy thought it was a 
bear. 

Then he began to whistle. 

The cow began to moo. 

The dog began to Imk ^1 

The cit begin to mew -^-t ^ / f L fe 

The tuikej be^in to gohbk ^ Sw 1?^. 

The hen began to citkle 
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And they all made such a noise that the bear, or 
whatever it was, ran away as fast as it could go. 

By and by Billy and his friends came to a hill 
in the woods ; and on the hill there stood a house. 

"What a fine place to stay all night!" said 
Billy Boy. 

" But what if there should be some people 
living in the house?" said the cow. 

" I will go and peep in at the window," said the 
cat " With my green eyes I can see in the dark." 
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So the cat went up to the window and peeped 
in. 

Soon she came back and said, '' There is no 
one at home, and it does n't look as if any one 
had lived there for a long, long time/' 

So Billy and his friends went into the house. 

They were all so tired that soon they were 
fast asleep. 

When Billy awoke the next morning he found 
a nice garden at the side of the house. 

Then he said : '' Here is everything I need. 
This is my fortune. I am not going any farther 
to seek if 

So Billy and his friends lived in the house for 
many years. 

And they were very contented and happy. 

Jane L. Hoxie. (Adapted.) 
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When Jack Frost first came around one 
autumn, some little babies were afraid they 
would die of the cold. 

They were the baby ferns and mosses that 
grew in the woods. 

Some leaves had made them a blanket, but 
still the babies were cold. 
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While they were wondering what they shoulc 
do, some snowflakes came fluttering down from 
the sky. 

^* Go to sleep ; go to sleep ! '^ said the snowflakes. 
** We have come to cover you up/' 

And soon all the plants were hidden away 
where Jack Frost could never find them. 

When cold North Wind whistled over theii 
heads he did not awaken them. 

Safe and warm in their soft white beds, they 
dreamed of the sweet summer time. 

Early in spring the voice of a fairy was heard 
in the woods. 

'' Come, come ! " she called, '' it is time to 
wake up. Jack Frost will soon be gone.'' 

Then such a busy time as there was ! 

Mosses and ferns, grasses and flowers, were all 
getting ready to grow. 

How glad they were to be alive ! 

When the sun had warmed the air and the 
ground they made the woods very beautiful. 
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WHO LOVES THE TREES BEST? 

tints fruits rest 

bring lus cious harsh 

Who loves the trees best? 

**I/' said the Spring, 
** Their leaves so beautiful 

To them I bring.'' 

Who loves the trees best? 

**I/' Summer said, 
^^I give them blossoms, 

White, yellow, red/' 

Who loves the trees best? 

^a," said the Fall, 
^'I give luscious fruits, 

Bright tints to all." 

Who loves the trees best? 

*^I love them best," 
Harsh Winter answered, 

'^I give them rest." 

Alice May DQuai^ik&. 




THE PLOW THAT IS ALIVE 

plow strange bet ter 

guess earth worm moves 

"0 mother! What have you found? Please . 
let me see what you have in that box. Is it 
something for me ? " 

"Wait a little while, George," said his mother. 
" Let me tell you about it ; then maybe you can 
guess what I have. 

" Its home is always hidden away in the 
dark earth. 

"It is alive, but it has no eyes; and it has 
neither feet nor wings, yet it moves about.- 
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" Many people think it is good for nothing but 
food for robins and fishes. Now can you guess 
what I have?'' 

''Yes, mother, it must be an earthworm," said 
George. '' But I don't like worms. I thought you 
had a butterfly." 

''But," said his mother, "this little worm can 
do more than any butterfly. 

" It plows up the ground and makes a nice soft 
bed for the grass and flowers." 

"That is strange," said the boy. "I never saw 
an earthworm do anything but crawl. How can 
it plow, mother? " 

"It makes little holes in the ground as it 
moves about, my son. And so the air and the 
rain are let in. 

" One little worm cannot do much, but there 
are a great many worms and they are all very 
busy. 

" Now that you know what an earthworm does, 
I think you will like it better." 




THE BEGINNING OF A JOHNNYCAKE 
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One spring day Bessie went into the kitchen 
where Nora was busy at work, and said to her, 
"Please, Nora, does a johnnycake begin here? 
I want to make a johnnycake." 

"No," said Nora, "a johnnycake begins with 
meal, and I get my meal from the grocer. 

"If you want to begin at the beginning to 
make a johnnycake, I think you must go to the 
grocer." 

So Bessie went to the grocer and said to him, 
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^^ Please, Mr. Grocer, does a johnnyeake begin 
here? I want to make a johnnyeake/' 

'*No, Bessie, '' said the grocer, **I get my meal 
from the miller. 

'* If you want to begin at the beginning to 
make a johnnyeake, I think you must go to the 
miller.'' 

So Bessie went to the miller and said to him, 
'' Please, Mr. Miller, does a johnnyeake begin here ? 
I want to make a johnnyeake." 

**No, Bessie," said the miller. **Meal is made 
from corn, and I get my corn from the farmer. 

**If you want to begin at the beginning to 
make a johnnyeake, I think you must go to the 
farmer." 

So Bessie went to the farmer and said to him, 
''Please, Mr. Farmer, does a johnnyeake begin 
here? I want to make a johnnyeake." 

And the farmer said, " Yes, Bessie, a johnny- 
cake begins here. But before you can make a 
johnnyeake I must plant some seed corn. 
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" Then by and by little green plants will grow 
from the seeds. 

" All summer long these plants must grow, and 
not till autumn will they bear ripe com. 

" Then I shall sell the corn to the miller. 

" The miller will make it into meal and sell 
the meal to the grocer. 

" The grocer then sells the meal to the people. 
and the people make it into johnnycake. 

" So if you want to begin at the beginning, 
Bessie, it will take you all summer to make a 
johnnycake." 



••M* 
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THE LITTLE ANGEL 

an gel an swer dear ly 

soft ly an oth er smile 

Right into our house one day, 

A dear little angel came; 
[ ran to him and said softly, — 



" Little angel, what is your name ? '^ 

le said not a word in answer. 

But smiled a beautiful smile; 
Then I said, "May I go home with you? 

Shall you go in a little while ? '' 

But mothet said, ''Dear little angel. 
Don't leave us; oh, always stay! 

We will all of us love you dearly; 
Sweet angel, oh, donU go away ! '^ 

3o he stayed and he stayed, and we love him, 
As we could not have loved another. 

Do you want to know what his name is? 
His name is — mi/ little brother! 



i HA 




JACK SEES A FAIEY — I 

rug wore coals 

cap trou sers used 

One evening Jack lay on the rug before 
the fire. 
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It was after his bedtime and the boy was 
very sleepy. 

As he lay there watching the bright red coals 
he heard a soft little voice. 

"Hello, Jack," said the voice. ''How do you 
do? How do you do? I say." 

"I am very well, thank you," said Jack, "but 
I don't see you. Where are you ? " 

"Why, I am right before you," said the voice. 
" You could touch me if you liked. It is strange 
you cannot see me." 

Jack looked very sharp this time, and there in 
the fire stood a little old man. 

He wore a yellow coat and red trousers, and 
on his head was a red and yellow cap. 

The child was so frightened at first that he 
trembled a little, but soon he said very softly, 
" Will you please tell me your name ? " 

"Yes," answered the old man, "my name is 
Hidden Sunshine, and I am a coal fairy. Have 
you never heard of me ? " 
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Jack shook his head. '' No," he said, '* I don't 
think I ever have. Where did you come from? 
And are n't you afraid to be in that fire ? '' 

"Oh, no,'' laughed the fairy, "I am used to 
fire. How do you like the way I am dressed ? " 

" Very much," said Jack. " But what are your 
coat and trousers made of ? " 

" Sunbeams," answered the fairy; "bright and 
shining sunbeams. These sunbeams are the fire 
that warms you." 

" But I thought sunbeams came from the sun," 
said the boy. 

" So they do," laughed the fairy. " I came from 
the sun myself once upon a time. 

" But that is a long story and you would go to 
sleep before I could tell it." 

" Oh, no, I wouldn't," said Jack. "Please tell 
me the story, and tell me more about your 
pretty name." 




JACK SEES A FAIRY — n 
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" Well," began the fairy, " 1 am very, very old, 
— older than the hills. 

" When I was a baby my name was Little 
Sunbeam. 

" Then I lived with Father Sun in the sk^. 
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''But that was before there were any people 
on the earth, Jack. Just think, there were no 
boys nor girls nor birds nor bees/' 

''It wasn't a very nice place then, was it?" 
asked the child. 

"No, I guess you wouldn't have liked it," said 
the fairy. " But I was very happy because I was 
very busy. 

" There were many beautiful trees in the woods, 
and ferns and mosses grew there, too. 

" My work was to help these things grow. 

" You see, my dear, we were all trying to make 
this world a nice place, so that when you boys 
and girls did come here to live, you would like it." 

"That was kind of you," said Jack. "But 
please go on with the story." 

"Well," said the fairy, "as I told you, my 
work was to help things grow ; and every day I 
came down to earth with many other sunbeams. 

" The trees and plants were always glad to see 
us and wanted us to stay. 
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'' So one day they hid us away in their leaves. 

^' I could n't begin to tell you how many sun- 
beams were hidden away; and we liked our 
new home so well that we never left it. 

'' Now you know why I am called Hidden 
Sunshine. 

" But by and by strong winds came. 

" Then the plants and trees fell to the ground, 
carrying us sunbeams with them ; and after a time 
we were all covered over with sand and water. 

'' Then more plants and trees grew in the soft 
mud. And they, too, fell and were covered with 
earth. 

'' Little by little we were all pressed together, 
down, down, down into the ground. 

'' Everything above us pressed us down. 

" Then all the trees grew hard and black. They 
did not look like trees any more. 

''And there we stayed under the ground for 
years. I can't tell you how long. I don't know 
myself, for we all went to sleep." 




JACK SEES A FAIRY - 
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day light talk ing each 

" When we awoke it was very dark, and we 
heard some people talking. 

" They called the place we were in a mine, and 
they called us coal. 

"Some of the men had picks and were getting 
out great pieces of the shining coal." 

" But how could they see if it was dark down 
in the mine?" asked the boy. 
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'* Oh, they had lamps/' answered the fairy. 
'' Each man had a tiny lamp on his cap/' 

''That is a funny place to carry a lamp/' said 
Jack. " Is that all of the story ? " 

" Yes, about all," nodded the fairy. 

" While the trees and plants were asleep they 
had been changed into coal. And we sunbeams 
were there hidden away in the coal. 

" The men brought us all up together into the 
daylight Then we were broken into little pieces 
and sold to the people who wanted coal fires. 

"And so, you see, here I am making a nice, 
bright fire for you with the sunshine hidden 
away so long ago." 

When the fairy had told the story he looked at 
Jack. ''Weill well I" he said; "you are asleep 
after all." 

" Oh, no, I am not," said the boy. " I have heard 
every word you said, but I was thinking about it. 

" I thank you for your story, Hidden Sunshine, 
^md I shall never forget you nor your name." 
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MOTHER EARTH'S QUILTS 

quilts thread sews 

trun die-bed snow y fold 

Four quilts are ready to fold and spread 
On Mother Earth's old trundle-bed. 
The first, a brown and white old thing, 
She spreads on in the early spring. 
The summer one is green and bright 
With daisies nodding in the light. 
And then when winds begin to blow. 
She spreads a red quilt on, you know, 
And sews it through with yellow thread. 
And by and by, all in a night. 
She spreads her quilt of snowy white. 

Selected. 



The world is so full of a number of things, 
I'm sure we should all be as happy as kings. 

Robert Louis Stevenson. 
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THE CONTENTED EARTHWORMS 
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It had rained for days and days and the 
ground was very wet. 

One morning when the rain was over, some 
Earthworms put their heads above the ground 
and began to talk together. 

While they were talking a Potato Bug came along. 
"You poor things," said he. "What a hard 
time you must have living way down in the 
i dark earth I " 

"Oh, no," said the Earthwoi-ms; "we like our 
^ome, for it, is neither too hot in summer nor 
too cold in winter." 
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"But how can you be happy without any 

potato vines?" asked the Bug. 

"Why, we have their roots," said the Earth- 
worms. " And we have the roots of all the 
trees and flowei-s and ferns and mosses. 

" It is like going into the woods on a cool day 
to crawl around them." 

Then the Potato Bug went straight home to 
his brothel's. 

"Listen," he said, "we think it is the very 
best thing in all the world to be potato bugs ; 
but those Earthworms would not be Potato Bugs 
if they could." 

Clara D. Pierbon. (Adapted.) 

From Among the Meadow People. 





BOATS SAIL ON THE RIVERS 
seas a cross pret ti er 

bridg es heav en o ver tops 

Boats sail on the rivers, 

And ships sail on the seas; 

But clouds that sail across the sky 
Are prettier far than these. 

There are bridges on the rivers, 

As pretty as you please; 
But the bow that bridges heaven, 

And overtops the trees. 
And builds a road from earth to sky, 

Is prettier far than these. 
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THE DAISY AND THE LARK — I 

held heart sung silver 

pet als road side kissed 

Out in the country near the roadside stood a 
pretty farmhouse. 

Before it was a garden of flowers, and roses 
climbed all about its doors and windows. 

Not far away in the grass grew a little daisy. 

The daisy never thought how little she was, or 
that no one would see her down there in the grass. 

No ; she was a very happy flower as she 
looked up at the blue sky and listened to the 
lark singing high in the air. 

The tall flowei-s in the garden did not see 
this little wild flower. 
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They stood very straight and held their heads 
very high. 

" How beautiful they are ! " thought the daisy. 
''I am glad I grow so near them and can see 
them every day. No wonder the little birds 
love them! 

'* I am glad, too, that I can see and hear the 
lark. How sweet his song is ! And how happy 
he must be that he can sing and fly ! '' 

Just then the lark flew down; not down to 
the garden flowers, — no, but down to the little 
daisy by the roadside. 

He danced around it and sung: '' Oh, how fresh 
and soft the grass is! And what a beautiful 
fliower with its golden heart and silver dress ! " 

Then the lark kissed the daisy and flew up 
again into the air. 

The little wild flower was very happy. No 
one can think how happy! 

That night she folded her petals and went to 
sleep, to dream of the pretty bird. 




THE DAISY AND THE LARK — II 
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In the morning when the daisy awoke she 
heard the voice of the lark, but his song was 
very sad. 

Poor little bird ! He was caught and now 
stood in a cage by an open window. 

He sang of the happy time when he was 
free and could fly up into the clouds. 

He sang of the fresh green fields that he 
should never see again. 

The daisy wished very much to help him. 
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But what could she do? She was only a 
little flower. 

'' There is no water in the cage," sang the lark. 
'' They have all gone away and have forgotten 
to give me anything to drink. 

''I can hear the brook as it runs through the 
meadow. I can see the birds as they fly through 
the air. And outside in the grass is my pretty 
wild flower. 

'' Oh, why do they keep me from the things I 
love ? " 

But at last the lark was still. 

His sweet voice was never heard again, for 
his little heart had broken. 

Hans Christian Andersen. (Adapted.) 



He prayeth well who loveth well 
Both man and bird and beast; 

He prayeth best who loveth best 
All things both great and small ; 

For the dear God who loveth us, 
He made and lovetYv aW.. 




HOW THE MOUSE HELPED THE LION 

li on roar gnaw trou ble 

tied teeth rope fas tened 

One day a lion lay asleep in the woods. 

A tiny mouse, jjlaying near by, saw him. 

" What fun it would be to run up on his back," 
she thought "He is so big and I am so little, 
he would never know it" 

So up she ran on the lion's back; but when 
she ran down he awoke and caught her. 

The poor little mouse was very much frightened. 

"Please do not eat me, lion," she said. "I 
was only in play. Let me go, and some day I will 
help you." 

This made the lion laugh. 
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"How can a little thing like you ever be of 
help to me?" he asked. '^But you may go. I 
will not hurt you." 

Then away the mouse ran to its hole. 

The veiy next day some men caught the lion 
and fastened him to the ground with a rope. 

At this the lion began to roar. 

He roared so loud that the little mouse heard 
him and ran to see what was the trouble. 

'' Why do you make that noise ? " she asked. 

''Can't you see?" asked the lion. ''I cannot 
get away. Some men have tied me fast. Now they 
have gone to get more men to help carry me off." 

''Well," said the mouse, " please keep still and 
I will help you. I have some very sharp teeth." 

Then the mouse began to gnaw the rope. 

At last she gnawed it through, and the lion 
was free. 

" Good day," said the mouse. " Once you were 
kind to me. I am glad I could do something 

for you." Ada^teA.. 




THE HORSE-CHESTNUT'S NAME 
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It was spring again and a busy time. 

Grass blades were peeping here and there above 
the ground, and wild flowers were opening their 
sleepy eyes. 
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** Dear me ! " said an old horse-chestnut tree. 
** I shall be glad when it is time for the other 
trees in this wood to awake. I want to talk 
with some one." 

** Why, I am awake/' said a little maple, ''but 
I was trying to keep very still. Did you rest 
well, Mrs. Horse-Chestnut? '' 

'*Yes, thank you. Miss Maple Tree. Before I 
went to sleep I covered my baby buds nice and 
warm. So I never had to think about them. 

'' See how well they are growing now ! Horse- 
chestnut buds are always well and strong. 

''By the way. Miss Maple Tree, did you ever 
think about my name, and wonder why I am 
called a horse-chestnut?'' 

" I don't know that I ever did," said the maple. 
" But I have heard that in some countries horse- 
chestnuts are made into meal, and horses eat 
the meal." 

"That is true," nodded the horse-chestnut, 
"but there is another reason." 



Just then a harsh wind broke off . some of Mrs. 
Horse-Chestnut's twigs. 

It blew them along till they rested at the foot 
of the maple. 

"Well! well!" laughed the horse-chestnut, 
'* the wind has helped me this time. I wonder 
if he knew what we were talking about 

" Now look at my twigs, dear maple. 

" Wherever a leaf has dropped oflf you will find 
a little mark. 

" The mark is like a horseshoe, and that is one 
reason I am called a horse-chestnut" 
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Pretty moon, your face I see 
Just above the garden tree. 
Are you smiling now for me, 
Moon so brightly smiling? 

Yellow moon, so bright, so near. 
In the sky so soft and clear, 
I can almost reach you here — 
Moon so softly shining! 

Bring the ladder, strong and new. 
Now I know what I will do: 
I will climb and sail with you — 
Moon so slowly sailing! 

Emily Hvi^Ti^Gios ■^■v-ujes.. 




A LITTLE GIRL'S FAIKY STORY 

fair y land ah i mals lift ed rode 
won der f ul aft er noon curls most 

Listen, mother, and I will tell you a story. 

One afternoon a little girl was playing urn- 
the yard with her kitty, when a fairy rode b^ 
in a cloud. 

The fairy had long golden curls and a beautiful- 
face. 

"Come," she said; "come right along witlB- 
me." 

Then she lifted the little girl up into the clou<B--' 
' and away they sailed in the air. 

And what do you think, mother dear? I wai 
that little girl myself. 
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Pretty soon we came to fairyland where I saw 
the most wonderful things. 

There were roses all growing wild, and trees 
full of beautiful birds. 

Lions and lambs were playing together, and 
little gray squirrels were running about. 

But all the animals loved each other, and no 
one was afraid. 

Shall I tell you about the houses ? 

They were made of gold and silver, and little 
fairies came flying out. 

They brought their fairy sleds, and we rode 
downhill together. 

At the foot of the hill I saw a store. 

And what do you think they had in that store ? 
Just two things, — candy and dolls. 

Well, by and by it was time to come home, so 
the fairy brought me back. 

And you never knew I had been away, did you, 
tnother dear? 

You thought I was asleep in the swing. 




THE BRAVE TIN SOLDIER — I 
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71 

Once upon a time there were some tin soldiers. 
They all wore red coats and blue trousers and 
carried little muskets. 

It was a little boy's birthday, and the soldiers 
^^ere a birthday present. 

He began taking them out of their box and 
Enlacing them on the table. 

** How fine they are ! '' he thought. '' And how 
i^ice and straight they stand ! '' 

At last- he' came to a soldier that had only 

leg- 
But this soldier stood as well on his one leg 
^s the others on their two. 

And it is this same little soldier with only one 
leg that'll am going to tell you about. 

On the table with the soldiers were many 
other toys, but the prettiest of all was a large 
paper castle. 

It had windows that you could see through, 
and by an open door stood a pretty dancing 
doll. She also was made out of paper. 



I 1 
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The tin soldier saw her at once and thought 
he should like to bow. 

But just then the little boy came and carried 
him off. 

He put him beside a window where the wine 
was blowing hard, and before the soldier hac 
time to think, down he fell to the ground. 

The little boy ran into the street and looked 
all about in the grass. But the soldier lay in 
the road and was all covered over with dust. 

If he had called veiy loud, '' Here I am," the 
child would have found him. 

But he was a brave soldier, so he would not 
cry out for help. 

Soon it began to rain and the boy ran into 
the house. 

It grew very dark as night came on. 

'' What will become of me now? '' thought the 
soldier. 
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THE BRAVE TIN SOLDIER — II 
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Jlarly the next morning two boys were going 
"^ market. 

*'Look," cried one of them, "there is a tin 
tidier. Let us give him a sail in the gutter," 



So they made a boat out of paper and put the 
soldier in it. 

Away down the gutter he sailed, while the two ^ 
boys ran beside him. 

The boat rocked up and down, and once it z: 
nearly went over. 

At last the water ran into a drain, where it 
was as dark as the tin soldier's box. 

" I wonder what will become of me now,'' he 
thought. 

Pretty soon he heard a great noise, and then he 
saw daylight at the end of the drain. 

But the water was falling into the sea, and thi 
boat was going with it. 

The poor soldier was trembling all over, but hi 
looked very brave. His face never changed, am 
he still held his musket. 

Round and round the paper boat went, and ai 
last it fell to pieces. 

The water was up to the soldier's head, wheiri^^ 
a big jSsh caught and swallo^^d \v\m^ 



75 




THE BRAVE TIN SOLDIER — III 

proud darker able surprised 

fall en e nough e ven trav eled 

." This is a very dark place," thought the 
Soldier. 

" It is darker even than the drain, and there is 
■*iot room enough to move. But I am glad this 
^sh is able to swim. Maybe he will carry me 
Viome." 

The next day the fish was caught and sent to 
trhe kitchen for dinner. 
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How surprised Nora was to find the tin soldier ! 

She carried him into a room where a little boy 
was playing and — how many strange things do 
happen in this world! 

There he was, in the very same room where he 
had fallen out of the window. 

There were the same children, the same play- 
things, and the same pretty castle with the little 
paper doll at the door. 

Every one was glad to see him because he had 
traveled about so much. 

But the little tin soldier was not at all proud. 

Hans Christian Andersen. (Adapted.) 



whichever doth east west 

'* Whichever way the wind doth blow, 
Some heart is glad to have it so; 
Then blow it east or blow it west, 
The wind that blows, that wind is best" 
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EUGENE FIELD AND HIS LITTLE FRIENDS 




be longed Fri day small 

wrote Eu gene Field po at ry of ten 

*' Oh, dear! what shall I do, mother? 
Miss Brown wants me to 
speak a piece in school next 
f'riday afternoon. 

"She wants me to learn 
some poetry, but I don't like 
poetry and I know I cannot learn it." 

"Don't say that, my dear," said her mother. 
" Ton never know what you can do till yon try. 

" Here is a book of poetry. Just look it through, 
^ou may like it better than you think." 

So Mary opened the book and the first thing 
she saw was a picture. 

It was a picture of ever so many dolls. 
T'here were great big dolls, middle-sized dolls, 
***iy little dolls, large boy dolls, small black dolls, 
^*id old grandma dolls. 
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" Oh, what a funny picture ! '' she said. '' Tell 
me about it, mother, will you please? " 

*'Yes, my dear, all those dolls belonged to 
Mr. Eugene Field. 

'' Mr. Field was a man who loved boys and 
girls, and wrote many beautiful stories for them^ 
to read. 

'' Children liked the stories and often wrote 
to Mr. Field telling him so. 

'* Sometimes they sent him a present of one 
of their dolls. 

'' He thought very much of the dolls because 
his little friends had sent them. 

'' Now, would n't you like to read one of his 
stories ? 

'' See, here is one about Little Boy Blue. 

''Mr. Field wrote it soon after one of his 
little sons died. 

''It is poetry, but I think you will like it. 

" If you do, you can learn it and speak it on 
Friday.'' 
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LITTLE BOY BLUB 

rust toddling faithful since 

fair a wait ing molds 

The little toy dog is covered with dust, 

But old and gray he stands; 
And the little toy soldier is red with rust, 

And his musket molds in his hands. 
Time was when the little toy dog was new, 

And the soldier was passing fair; 
And that was the time when our Little Boy Blue 

Kissed them and put them Wife^e. 
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'' Now, don't you go till I come," he said, 
''And don't you make any noise!" 

So toddling off to his trundle-bed 
He dreamed of the pretty toys; 

And as he was dreaming, an angel's song 
Awakened our Little Boy Blue — 

Oh, the years are many, the years are long, 

« 

But the little toy friends are true. 

Yes, faithful to Little Boy Blue they stand 

Each in the same old place. 
Awaiting the touch of a little hand. 

The smile of a little face. 
And they wonder, as waiting these long yea] 
through. 

In the dust of that little chair, 
W^hat has become of our Little Boy Blue 

Since he kissed them and put them there. 

Eugene Field. From With Trumpet and Drum. 

Published by Charles Scribner's So: 



83 




=^^==5^^^-r^ 


' DAISIES 




town 


dot gath er 


stars 


skies 


la dy ver head 


arise 



^'fc evening when I go to bed 

I see the stars shine overhead; 
They are the little daisies white 
That dot the meadow of the night. 

^Xid often while I'm dreaming so, 

^t3ross the sky the Moon will go; 
It is a lady, sweet and fair, 
Who comes to gather daisies there. 

^tDr, when at morning I arise, 
T^liere 's not a star left in the skies ; 

She 's picked them all and dropped them down 

Into the meadows of the town. 




TWO LITTLE CRICKETS — I 

music shiny fiddles Screakaw 

hur ry crick ets self ish our selves 

Once upon a time two little crickets lived i 
a meadow. 

They wore shiny brawn coats, shiny brow 
trousers, and shiny brown caps on their heads. 

Under their wings they carried tiny brow 
fiddles. 

One bright morning in autumn one of the cricke 
stood in the middle of the meadow thinking. 
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And after he had thought a long time this is 
what he said to himself : '' Cheer-up/' — that was 
his name, — "of what good are you, anyway? 

** Tou do nothing but eat and play, and hop 
about the meadow all day long. 

* ' I can't see that any one is better because of 
yoiiT having lived. 

' * Now is it fair that you should make nice 
little music on your fiddle just to please your- 
self all the time? 

^* I have it," he cried at last. 

^ ^ I will call brother Screakaw, and as two heads 
ai^ better than one, maybe together we can find 
something to do." 

' So Cheer-up Cricket climbed a tall grass blade 
^ fast as he could. 

Then taking his fiddle from under his wing 
^^ began to play. 

Soon Screakaw heard the music and came 

flopping along as fast as his little brown legs 

could cany him. 
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" Good morning, Cheer-up," he said, with a 
smile. *' You seem in a very great hurry. Is 
anything the matter?" 

''Yes,'' said Cheer-up, ''you and I have been 
two selfish crickets. 

" Ever since I can remember we have played 
and sung from morning till night, just to please 
ourselves. 

"Neither one of us has ever thought about any 
one else. 

"Now what can we do to make some one 
happy? " 

Screakaw knew^ just the thing, as Cheer-uf 
thought he w^ould. ^ • 

" We will hop to the road," he said, *< and play 
to the people who go by. Even if they don't see 
us, our playing may make them glad." 

So the two crickets hopped to the roadside ax^^ 
began to play on their fiddles. ' 

" Cheer-up, cheer-up, cheer-up ! " '■ ''' 

*' Screakaw, screakaw, screakaw ! " 
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TWO LITTLE 

CRICKETS — II 



sick doc tor loud er 

sigh bug gy hos pi tal ci-oss done 

By and by down the road came A doctor's 
5iiggy. 

The doctor had been out a long way into the 
jountry. Now he was going back to town. 

" Come, Cheer-up, let us hurry across the 
jtreet," said Screakaw. And together they 
[umped, but not in time to cross. 

Right into the doctor's buggy they flew, and 
because they were so tiny the doctor did not 
see them. 

On and on went the doctor, and on and on 
vent the crickets. 
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At last they came to a hospital where many 
sick people were waiting for the doctor. 

Now the doctor loved the sick people and 
liked to make them happy. 

On his way home he had gathered some golden- 
rod to put in the room where they lay. 

Cheer-up and Screakaw were hidden away in 
the golden-rod; and the doctor carried both 
flowers and crickets into the hospital. 

How happy the sick people were when they 
saw those yellow field flowers! 

One dear old lady said with a sigh, ** If I could 
only hear the crickets sing, as they do where 
those flowers grew, I think it would make me 
well again." 

Cheer-up and Screakaw heard her, looked at 
each other, and then began to play. And such 
sweet meadow music was never heard before. 

They began softly at first, '' Cheer-up, cheer- 
up ! Screakaw, screakaw ! '' then a little louder : 
** Cheer-up I Screakaw ! " 
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That evening when the doctor came back, he 
found the tired old lady had fallen asleep and 
was smiling in her dreams. 
Cheer-up and Screakaw had done their work. 
Now they stood in the middle of the table 
looking at the doctor. 

When he saw them he said, "You have brought 
sleep and rest into this room and have done what 
I have not been able to do for many days." 

Then he carried them over to a great sunny 
"window where many plants were growing. 

And here the crickets found a happy home 
i- through all the lojig winter 

tliat followed. 

(.■tdtipted.) 
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HOW THE LITTLE PLANT GREW 
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Some morning-glory seeds lay asleep in the 
ground. 

It was early in spring and not very warm, so 
the seeds were glad to be all covered up. 
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But one day the raindrops whispered it was 
time to awake, and one little brown seed 
started to grow. 

First it sent a tiny root farther down into 
Mother Earth's great bed. ^, 

And then a small green stem climbed up 
toward the bright daylight. 

At last it came to the top of the ground and 
out peeped two little leaves. 

How glad the plant was to breathe the fresh 
air! 

It called out, '' Oh, roots, work hard ! Give 
me plenty of food that I. may grow very fast." 

So the roots sent sap up through the stems, 
and more leaves grew in the sunshine. 

**Work, work, work,'' sang roots, stem, and 
leaves. 

And the little plant grew into a tall green 
vine with many beautiful blossoms. 




THE STORY OF ABRAHAM LINCOLN — I 



known February 12 log born 

door way A bra liani Lin coin a side skin 

One cold morning in February the wind was 
whistling outside a little schoolhouse. 

It was nearly time for school to be out when 
Miss Brown said, " Come, children, lay aside 
your books and listen while I tell you a story. 

"There is only time to begin the story, but if 
you like it, this afternoon I will tell you the rest 
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" What day is to-morrow, does any one know? " 

"Friday," said Jack. 

** Vacation day/' said George. 

"It is February 12 and Lincoln's birthday," 
said Kobert. 

" Yes, it is Lincoln's birthday," said Miss 
Brown, " and that is why we have no school. 

" But who can tell me when Mr. Lincoln 
lived, or how old he would be on his birthday 
to-morrow ?-*^ - 

" 1 don't know that," said Jack, '' but I know 
he used to be President." 

"That is true," said Miss Brown, "but the 
story 1 am going to tell you to-day is about 
Mr. Lincoln when he was a little boy. 

" 1 want you boys and girls to know how many 
hard things he had to do, and how well he always 
did them. 

" So now 1 will begin the story. 

" Far away, in the woods there once stood a 
. small log house with only one room. 
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** It had neither doors nor windows, and in win- 
ter the cold wind blew just as it is doing now. 

'' Then the people who lived in the house used 
to hang a great bearskin over the doorway to 
keep out the snow. 

'' It was in this poor log house on February 12 
that a baby boy was born, who was one day to 
be known all over the world. 

'' This little boy was named Abraham. 

'' The child grew very fast, and it was not long 
before he could run about the woods and pick the 
wild flowers that grew near his home. 

'' Abraham had no toys to play with, so he 
learned to love the birds and the rabbits, and 
they were his very best friends. 

** As he grew older he saw that his mother 
was always hard at work. 

** In the winter she had little Abe's coats and 
trousers to make, besides doing the housework. 

'' And in the spring she had the corn and 
potatoes to plant. 
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*' Poor tired mother ! 

*' How proud Abraham was when he was old 
enough to help her ! 

'' A great many things that would seem hard 
to you, he learned to do very well. 

'' He ran to the brook for pails of water. 

'vHe plowed the ground for the garden and 
gathered wood for the fire. 

'* Often, while he and his mother were working 
together, she would tell him some of the beautiful 
stories she had read. 

** For Mrs. Lincoln could read, and that was 
something very few people living back there in 
the woods could do. 

*' As Abraham listened to these stories he thought 
how nice it would be if he could read them himself. 
And his mother said he should learn. 

**Now, children," said Miss Brown, *4t is time 
to go home. 

**If you wish to hear the rest of the story, 
come a little early this afternoon," 
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THE STORY OF ABRAHAM LINCOLN — H 

hunt study truth however 

clothes teach meat studied 

When Miss Brown opened the schoolroom doorz 
that afternoon slie smiled and was happy, forr 
every girl and boy was there. 

'' Strange as it may seem," she began, "once in. 
this great country of ours there were few towns, 
few churches, few stores, and few schools. 

'' Away off where little Abe lived there were 
none of these things. 

'' There were also very few books, and many^ 
grown people could neither read nor write. 

'' Every one had to work so hard to live tha'i: 
there was little time for study. 

'' Fathers and sons must go far into the woods 
to hunt wild animals; for their meat was good 
for food and their skins could be made into 
clothes. 

**What busy days those were! 
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** I wonder how many of you boys would be 
happy in living as Abraham did. 

**He had little time for play, but he did not 
think of that. 

'' What he wanted most was to learn to read. 

** How proud he was when his mother began to 
teach him ! 

^' After a time a school was started near Abra- 
ham's home, and to this school he was sent. 

"He had to go through woods where bears 
were often seen. But it would have taken more 
than bears to keep him away. 

'' Grown people went to this school, but littl 
Abe could read and spell better than any of thenL - 

'*His school days were soon over, however, fox* 
his father needed him at home. 

** The child was sorry for this, but he did not 
give up. 

'' He still studied evenings when his day^s work 
was done, and he did his best to remember all 
that be learned. 



99 

**But," said Miss Brown, '* there was some- 
thing his mother said to him when he was a 
kittle boy th>t I think he remembered better 
than all he read. 

**I think, too, that it did more than anything 
^Ise to make him the great man that he was. 

^* These were her words : ' Mother wants her 
1^ title boy to always speak the truth and be 
^ind to every one/ 

'* Abraham Lincoln died many years ago, chil- 
^X"en, but he will always be loved for the many 
^ind things that he did. 

**Some day I shall be glad to tell you more 
^iDOut him. 

** Now you may take up your books.'' 

'* Miss Brown ! you forgot to tell us one 
^^ing," said Jack. '*Tou forgot to tell us how old 
^Ndr. Lincoln would be on his birthday to-morrow.'' 

'*No,^' said Miss Brown, *'I did not forget. 
^ut that is something I wish you to find out 
^nd tell me." 




CLYTIE 

shore cave floor Cly tie 

shells drove Apollo unfolded 

Long ago in the days of Apollo there lived t 
little water fairy named Clytie. 

Her home was in a cave down in the sea where 
the goldfish lived. 

She had never seen the moon nor the stare 
nor the great round sun in the sky. 

But she was a happy little fairy and loved her 
home in the sea. 
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Sometimes she played with the pink and white 
shells that lay on the floor of her cave; and some- 
times she drove through the water in a pretty 
seashell boat. 

Her horses were two little goldfish. 

One evening when she was taking a ride she 
fell fast asleep. 

On and on went the goldfish straight up toward 
the top of the water. 

They traveled all night, and when Clytie awoke 
her boat lay near the shore. 

How surprised she was to see the green earth ! 

She climbed out of her shell and sat down to 
look at the sky. 

Soon, overhead in the east, came the great sun 
god Apollo. 

He smiled, and the world began to grow light. 

Birds sang in the tree tops and plants unfolded 
their buds. 

Clytie watched all day till the Sun went to 
sleep in the west. 
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After that she came very often to see the beau- 
tiful Sun rise. 

She loved his bright faee because he made 
every one happy. 

How she wished she were like him ! 

ij At last a strange thing 

.^r y'-^^^k happened. 

One night when she was 
ready to go home, she could 
not move her little feet. 

They had changed to tiny 
roots that held her fast to 
the ground. 
Her dress of soft sea-moss 
had changed to large green leaves, and her bright 
yellow hair had become the golden petals of a 
flower. 

Clytie had her wish to be like the Sun. 
She was changed into a beautiful sunflower. 
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FALLING SNOW 

bare ledges wall laden 

^i^ filling bushes sight 

See the pretty snowflakes 

Falling from the sky; 
On the wall and housetops 

Soft and thick they lie. 

On the window ledges, 

On the branches bare; 
Now, how fast they gather, 

Filling all the air. 

Look into the garden, 

Where the grass was green; 

Covered by the snowflakes. 
Not a blade is seen. 

Now the bare black bushes 
All look soft and white, 

Every twig is laden, — 

What a pretty sight! Selected. 
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THE LITTLE GRAY PONY — I 

lost 



clap 
tune 
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hur ried 



There was once a man who owned a gray pony. 

Every morning, while the dew was on the=- 
daisies, the man would jump on his little graj — 
pony and ride away, — clippety, cUppety, clap. 

The pony's feet played a nice little tune on 
the smooth, hard road. 

And his head was always high in the air, for 
he was a merry gray pony and liked to go clip- 
pety, clippety, clap. 
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One day when the man was riding to market, 
'^^ lieard something fall in the road. 

Xooking back he saw a horseshoe, and he cried 

out: 

« What shall I do ? what shall I do ? 

If my little gi-ay pony has lost a shoe ? " 

Then he jumped down to look at the pony's 
f^^et. Three shoes were on all right, but when 
t^^ looked at the last foot he cried again: 

"What shall I do? what shall I do? 
My Httle gray pony has lost a shoe." 

Then he hurried away to the blacksmith, and 
Xvhen he had found him he called very loud : 

" Blacksmith ! blacksmith ! I have come, to you ; 
For my Httle gray pony has lost a shoe." 

But the blacksmith answered and said : 

"How can I shoe your pony's feet, 
Without some coal the iron to heat?" 

The man was sorry when he heard this, but he 
left his pony and hurried away to buy the coal. 



106 




THE LITTLE GRAY PONY — II 
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First he went to the grocer and said to him : 
" Grocer ! grocer ! I have come to you ; 
My little gray pony has lost a shoe. 
And I want some coal the iron to heat, 
That the blacksmith may shoe my pony's feet." 

But the grocer answered and said : 

"Now I have apples and candy to sell, 
And more nice things than I can tell ; 
But I have no coal the iron to heat. 
That the blacksmith may shoe your pony's feet." 
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Tlie man walked away sighing and saying : 

''What shaU I do? what shall I do? 
My httle gray pony has lost a shoe." 

Just then he saw a farmer going to town, and 
^^ called to him : 

" Farmer ! fanner ! I have come to you ; 
My little gray pony -has lost a shoe. 
And I want some coal the iron to heat, 
That the blacksmith may shoe my pony's feet." 

But the farmer answered and said : 

^^I have bags of com and hay and wheat, 
Something for you and your pony to eat; 
But I have no coal the iron to heat, 
That the blacksmith may shoe your pony's feec." 

The farmer drove away and pretty soon an 
old woman came along, driving some turkeys 
to market. 

She saw the man and stopped to ask him 
his trouble. 

When he told her, she laughed and laughed 
till her turkeys began to gobble. 
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Then she said : 



'' If you would know where the coal is found. 
You must go to the miner who works in the ground." 

The man jumped to his feet wiien he heard this, 
and, thanking the old woman, ran to the miner. 

Now the miner had been working many a long 
day down in the mine under the ground. 

He had plenty of coal ready to sell, and the 
man took all he could carry. 

Then he hurried away to the blacksmith. 

The blacksmith lighted his great red fire and 
hammered out a horseshoe. 

He fastened it on with a rap and a tap. 

And away rode the man on his little gray pony 
— clippety, clippety, clap. 

Maud Lindsay. (Adapted.) 
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THE FIREFLY 

Ah Evenino Sono of Indian Ciiildsbh 

er ri ly creep I '11 beast 

y fully guide pay feast 

irefly! firefly! bright little thing, 

ight me to bed while my song I sing; 

ive me your light as you fly o'er my head, 

lat I may merrily go to my bed; 

ive me your light o'er the grass as you creep, 

lat I may joyfully go to my sleep. 

)me, little fii-efly, come little beast, 
)me, and I 'il make you to-morrow a feast ; 
)me, little candle, that flies as I sing, 
right little faiiy bug, night's little king; 
)me, and I '11 dance as you guide me along ; 
Dme, and I '11 pay you, my bug, with a song. 




HOW GRANDPA WAS LOST IN A FOREST— I 
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One evening Johnny climbed up in his grand- 
pa's lap. 

" Please tell me a story, grandpa," he said. 
" Tell me a story about something you did- 
when you were a little boy." 

" Well," laughed grandpa, " how would you 
like an Indian story?" 

" Very much," said Johnny. " Is it true ? " 
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"Yes," said grandpa, ''every word of it, but it 
happened many years ago when I was not much 
older than you. 

"My father and mother had just moved to 
the West where the country was new. 

'* I was the only little boy they had, and as no 
one lived very near us, I was often much alone. 

" There were no schools anywhere around, so I 
studied a little at home. But father and mother 
were always busy at work and I used to help all 
I could. 

" One day mother sent me up on a hill near the 
house to pick some berries for supper. 

*' I remember it was about five in the afternoon 
when Watch and I started. 

''Watch was my dog, and he always followed 
wherever I went. 

"The berries were large, and it did not take 
long to fill my two little pails. 

"Then I whistled for Watch, but he did not 
hear ma 
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" He had seen a wild rabbit away in the 
woods and was tn ing hard to catch it 

" Ever since I owned Watch I had tried to 
teach him better tricks, but he would never let 
rabbits alone. 

"Well, after whistling and calling, I set my 
pails down under the bushes and ran for the 
woods mvself. 

'' I hurried as fast as I could, but I could not: 
catch up with that dog. 

'^ I don't know how far I ran, but it must 
have been a very long way. 

" At last the rabbit ran under a log and there 
the poor thing stayed. 

" Then I lay down on the ground, for I was all 
tired out. 

"I lay there some little time looking up at the 
trees and watching a pretty gray squirrel. 

'' But by and by I remembered the berries and 
that mother would be waiting supper ; so I jumped 
up and started for home. 
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** Watch and I ran on and on through the 
i^^oods, till I wondered we did not come in 
;ight of the fields. 

'* The trees were thick all around us, and it 
v^as now growing dark. 

** What if we had not come the right way I 

** The thought frightened me so that I began 
;rembling all over. 

'' Just then I remembered something father 
lad said, — that I was never to go into the 
woods without him. 

'' He said the woods were a great forest where 
nany wild animals lived. 

'' I knew that was true, for once that summer 
le had taken me with him when he had gone 
here to hunt. 

'' How could I have forgotten his words ! 

'' I was afraid we were lost, but I would not 
5ive up. 

*' It grew darker and darker. I could not see 
where to go and pretty soon I fell.'' 




HOW GRANDPA WAS LOST IN A FOREST— 1 1 
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" When I tried to get up I could not stand 
on my foot. I had hurt it in falling. 

" Now I knew that Watch and I must stay in 
the woods all night, unless some one came and 
found us. 

" I tried to be brave, but I cried just a little. 

" Soon the moon came up and I could see the 
stars through the trees. 



" Then I thought of father and mother and 
^wondered what they were doing at home. 

" All at once Watch began to bark and I knew 
that he heard some one coming. Was it father 
looking for me? 

" I called his name over and over so he would 
linow where we were. But soon a strange man 
rode in sight. It was a big Indian. 

'' Many Indians lived in the West, but I had 
never seen one before. 

'^This man had a kind voice, so I was not 
afraid. 

**When I told him my trouble he lifted me 
up on his horse and put a nice warm blanket 
around me. 

" He said he was on his way home and would 
take me there for the night. The next day he 
would find where I lived. 

*'Well, after a long ride we came in sight of 
his house. It was just outside the forest and 
^Oar a great river. 
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" The house looked like a tent, but the Indiaa 
called it a wigwam. It was made of poles tied 
together at the top and covered with skins. 

'' Near the doorway stood a w^oman waiting to 
lielp us. An Indian woman is called a squaw. 

'' She carried me inside the wigwam and lai 
me down on a rug. 

^^ Watch followed us and lay down beside me. 

'' How strange everything looked in that room S 
There were neither beds, tables, nor chairs, anc3 
the only floor was the smooth, hard ground. 

'' In the middle of the ground was a hole, whei-^ 
a bright fire was burning. 

'' The smoke rose in clouds from the fire. Some 
of it went out through an opening at the top of 
the wigwam, but much of it stayed inside. 

'' The squaw i)ut some meat over the fire in e^ 
kettle, and when it had boiled she brought m^ 
some soup. 

'' It tasted so good that I ate every drop; then 
I went fast to sleep on the rug.'' 




HOW GRANDPA WAS LOST IN A FOREST— III 



pa poose 
Hi a wa tha 



hung 
bend 



close 
queer 



pine 
show 



" When I awoke the next morning there was 
no one in sight but a queer little baby. 

"The baby was fastened in its cradle, and the 
cradle hung up on a pole. 

" What a queer little cradle that was ! 
" While I was wondering how it was made, an 
Indian boy came inside the doorway. 

*' His hair was straight and black and his skin 
* Very dark red. 
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''He said his name was White Cloud, and the 
baby's name was Little Papoose. 

'' He carried Little Papoose out into the sun- 
shine and hung her cradle on a branch of a tree. 

'' I followed along very slowly and was glad U^ 
find I could walk. 

'' The squaw was at work in a field near by, but 
the Indian was not in sight. 

a 

'* White Cloud said he had gone for my father 
and would not come back till he found him. 

''Pretty soon White Cloud brought me some 
corn cakes. Then he sat down beside me and 
talked about the great forest. 

" He said he was learning to hunt and to fish 
and could go a long way without getting lost. 

" His father had told him that the tops of the 
pine trees bend toward the east. This helped him 
to find his way home. 

" Often he sat with his mother at the door of 
the wigwam, listening to the trees as they whis-- 
pered together. 
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" Then she told him many beautiful stories. 

** One story was about a wonderful Indian who 
lived many years before. 

>* His name was Hiawatha, and every one loved 
liim because he did so many kind things for his 
people. 

'' All these and many other things the Indian 
boy told me as we lay on the grass together. 

'' Pretty soon Watch began barking and jump- 
ing, just as he did in the woods. 

^* And then my dear father rode in sight with 
tlie Indian close beside him. 

'* That is all of the story, Johnny. 

" The squaw gave us a nice warm dinner and 
early that afternoon we started for home. 

" White Cloud let me take his white pony and 
liis father went with us to show us the way. 

" White Cloud came to see me many times after 
that, but after we moved back to the East I never 
®^w or heard from him again.'' 




THE SONG OF THE THRUSH 
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There 's a merry brown thrush sitting up in th' 
tree, 

He 's singing to me ! he 's singing to me ! 

And what does he say, little girl, little boy? 

" Oh, the world 's running over with joy ! 
Don't you hear? don't you see? 
Hush ! look ! In my tree, 
I 'm as happy as happy can be I " 



And the brown thrash keeps singing, '• A nest 
do you see, 

And five eggs hid by me in the juniper tree ? 

Don't meddle! don't touch! little girl, little boy, 

Or the world will lose some of its joy! 
Now I 'm glad ! now I 'ni free I 
And I always shall be, 
If you never bring sorrow to me." 

So the merry brown thrush sings away in the 
tree, 

To you and to me, to you and to me; 

And he sings all the day, little girl, little boy, 

" Oh, the world 's running over with joy ! 
But long it won't be, 
Don't you know? don't you see? 
Unless we are as good as can bel " 

Lucy Lakcoh. 





WHY THE EVERGREEN TREES NEVER 
LOSE THEIR LEAVES — I 

boughs birch flown hold 

in deed un til might a mong 

Winter was coming and the birds had flown far 
to the south. 

There the air was warm and they could find 
berries to eat 

But one little bird had broken its wing and " 
could not fly with the others. 

It was alone in the cold worid of frost and 
snow. 

The forest was not far away and it looked warm, 
so the bird made its way to the trees as well as 
it could, to ask for help. 
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First it came to a birch tree. 
"Beautiful birch tree," it said, 
*' one of my wings is broken and 
any friends have flown away. 
3Iay I live here among your 
leaves and branches till they com ' 
Ijack to me ? " 

"No, indeed," answered 
the birch tree, drawing her 
fair green leaves away. "We ' ' 

trees. of the great forest have too many birds to 
help. I can do nothing for you." 

"The birch tree is not very strong," thought 
the little bird, " and it may be that she could 
not hold me. I will ask the oak." 

So the bird said, " Great oak tree, you are large 
and strong; will you let me live on some of your 
boughs till my friends come back in the spring- 
time ? " 

" In the springtime ! " cried the oak. "That is 
a long way oflf. 
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" How do I know what 
you might do in all that 
time? Birds are always 
looking for something to 
eat, and you might even 
eat up some of my pretty 
acorns." 

" It may be that the 
willow will be kind to me," sighed the tired bird, 
and it said, " Dear willow, my wing is broken, 
and 1 could not fly south with the other bii-ds. 
May I live on your branches until the merry 
springtime ? " 

But the willow held her head veiy high and 
answered, " Indeed, I do not know you, and we 
willows never speak to people we do not know. 
Leave me at once." 

Then the poor little bii-d 
did not know what to do. 

It was not yet strong, but it 
tried to fly as well as it could. 




WHY THE EVERGREEN TREES NEVER 
LOSE THEIR LEAVES — H 
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Before the bird had gone very 
far a sweet voice was heard. 

" Where are you going? 
said the voice. 

" Indeed, I do not 
Inow," sighed the bird, 
*' and I am very, very cold." 

"Come right here then," 
said a friendly spruce tree, for 
it was her voice that had called. 

" Tou shall live on my warmest branch all 
winter if you like." 

" Oh, will you really let me ? " asked the bird. 

" Indeed I will," answered the kind-hearted 
spruce tree. " If your friends have flown away, 
it is time for the trees to hely you-. 
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" Here is a bough where my leaves are thickest 
and warmest" 

A pine tree that stood near now joined in the talk. 
" My branches are not 
very thick," he said, "but 
I am big and strong, and 
I will do my best to keep 
the north wind from you 
and the spruce." 

" I can help, too," said 
a little juniper tree. " I 
can give you .berries all winter long, and every, 
bird knows that juniper berries are good." 

So the spruce tree gave the 
lonely bird a home, the pine kept 
the cold north wind away, and 
the juniper gave it berries to eat. 
The other trees in the forest 
looked on and talked together. 

" I would not have strange birds 
on my boughs," said the birch. 





127 

" I will not give away my acorns," said the oak;. 

'' I never have anything to do with birds I do 
not know/' said the willow. ; 

The next morning all the leaves of the birch, 
the oak, and the willow lay on the groun^. 

A cold north wind had come in the night, and 
every leaf that it touched fell to the ground. 

'' May I blow away all the leaves in the for- 
est? '' asked the wind in its frolic. 

*'No,'' said the frost king. ''The trees that 
have been kind to the bird with the broken wing 
may keep their leaves.'' 

And that is the reason the leaves of the spruce, 
the pine, and the juniper are always green. 

Florence Holbrook. From Nature Myths 



You cannot always look at me, 

I am so very bright, 
And when I go away from you, 

Then comes the dark, dark night. 
I give you light and heat as well. 

And now please try my name to tell. 




MOUPFLOU — I 
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Far away across the sea thoi-o ] 


lived a little 


boy named Lolo. 





129 

Poor Lolo was lame, and was not strong 
enough to go to school or run and play with 
his brothers. 

But he was never sad or lonely, for he had a 
little snow-white dog named Moufflon, and they 
were always together. 

Lolo's home was on the top floor of an old 
dark house. 

His father had died four years before, and his 
mother worked hard to buy food and clothes for 
the children. 

She had one son named Tasso, who was able 
to help her. 

Tasso was almost a man now. 

He had found a place to work in some gardens, 
and every night he brought home his small pay. 

But as the days went by there was one thing 
that troubled the mother. 

In the country where she lived every boy, 
when he is grown, h^s to go away and be a 
soldier. 
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If she only had the money, she could pay some 
one to go in Tasso's place. 

But the poor mother had no money, and the 
time was coming before very long when her boy 
must go. 

As yet Lolo and Moufflon knew nothing of this, 
and so, when Lolo was well, they were happy 
together. 

Sometimes in summer they would go far away 
into the fields and bring home a basket of wild 
flowers. 

And sometimes they would sit by the door of 
an old gray church across the street and watch 
the people as they passed by. 

One morning, while sitting there, a gentleman 
stopped to look at Moufflon. 

'^ You have a very fine dog, my little man,'' 
he said. 

"Yes, he is beautiful,'' said Lolo; "but you 
should see him when he is just washed; then 
he 18 as white as snow." 
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" Can he do any tricks ? " asked the gentleman. 

''Yes, indeed/' said Lolo. ''He can walk on 
two legs for ever so long, and he can dance and 
speak when he wants something to eaf 

The gentleman said he should like to see 
some of the tricks. 

So Moufflon did them all, for he had never been 
frightened nor hurt, and he loved his kind little 
master. 

The gentleman was very much pleased. 

" Would you bring your dog to-morrow to see 
a sick boy I have at home ? " he asked. 

Lolo smiled and said he would. 

■ ^y* 

Then the man gave him some money and tcj^d 

. '.■^ 

the boy where he was staying. 

Lolo went hopping home as fast as his little 
crutch could carry him. 

"0 mother!'' he cried, "see the money a 
gentleman gave me, and all because Moufflon 
did his pretty tricks so well. To-morrow we are 
going to see his little sick boy.'' 
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The next afternoon Moufflon was washed nice 
and clean, and he and Lolo started. 

They found the hotel and were taken at once 
ix) the gentleman's rooms. 

There lay the child too ill to get off his bed. 

But he smiled when he saw Lolo's bright face, 
and he laughed to see the dog's pretty tricks. 

"Have him do them all over,'' he cried again 
and again, as he tossed them both candy and 
cakes. 

But when it was time for Lolo to go the sick 
boy began to cry. 

"Don't take the dog," he cried. '^Please let 
me have the dog." 

" Oh, indeed, I can't," said Lolo. " He is my 
own dear little Moufflon and I can never let any 
one have him. But we will come to see you 
again if you like." 

Then they hurried out of the room and down 
the stairs to the street. 

Lolo was happy all the way home* 
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He had a bag full of candy for his three little 
brothers, and he was thinking how glad they 
would be. 

But when he opened the door there sat his 
mother crying as if her very heart would break. 

When she could speak, she told Lolo that at 
last Tasso must be a soldier and in a few days 

go to the war. 

•» 

For three long years he would be away, and she 
did not know what would become of them all. 

Tasso was trying to cheer her, but he had been 
crying, too. 

There was nothing Lolo could do, so he and 
Moufflon went off to bed. 

The next morning they followed f assa to the 
gardens where he worked. 

Lolo loved his brother dearly and wished to 
be with him all the time that he could. 

Moufflon seemed to know that his friends were ^ 
in trouble, for every little while he gave a lonj 
sad howl. 
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When they went home for dinner the mother 
told Lolo that his aunt had been there to see him. 

She was going to market that afternoon and 
wished him to come and stay with her children. 

So when Lolo had eaten his soup he put on 
his cap and whistled to Moufflon. 

*^No/' said his mother, ''don't take the dog. 
You know your aunt doesn't like him. Leave 
him here with me.'' 

'' Leave Moufflon ! " cried Lolo. '' Why, I never 
leave him, mother. What would he do without 
me?" 

** Yes, you must leave him," said his mother. 
*' You cannot take him to-day; and hurry along, 
for your aunt is waiting." 

So poor Lolo went down the stairs, trying hard 
to keep back the tears. 

But the afternoon passed, and when supper 
time came he hurried back to his home. 

At the foot of the stairs he called : *' Moufflon! 
Moufflon I Where are you, dear Moufflon? " 
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But no little dog came running down. 

When he opened the door he looked all around. 

'' Mother, where is Moufflon? '' he asked. 

His mother did not answer at first, but at last 
she said, without looking up, '' Moufflon is sold, 
Lolo, dear. 

''He is sold to the gentleman who has the 
little sick boy. 

''The gentleman came to see me this morning 
when you and Moufflon were out, and he gave 
me a great deal of money. 

"Just think, he gave me enough to pay some 
one to go to the war for Tasso.'' 

But the child did not hear her. 

While she was speaking he had grown very 
white. 

"Moufflon! my Moufflon sold!'' he cried; and 
before his mother could reach him he had fallen 
on the floor. 
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When Tasso came home that sad night he 
found poor Lolo very ill. 

The child kept calling for Mouflflou as he tossed 
to and fro on his bed. 

The next day he was very much worse, and the 
doctor was called in to see him. 

He put ice and water on the hot little head 
and told Tasso to go and get Moufflou. 

The gentleman would let them take the dog 
for a while, and the sight of him might quiet 
the child. 
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But at the hotel Tasso learned that the gentle- 
man had gone away on the cars. 

He and his son had left early that morning 
and taken the dog with them. 

So day after day poor Lolo grew worse, and 
the doctor was afraid he would die. 

One afternoon they were all sitting beside him. 

The windows and doors were open, for the day 
was very warm. 

All was still, so still that you could hear Lolo 
breathe, when all at once there was a noise of 
little feet on the stairs, and a dog ran into the 
room. 

It was Moufflon, but you would never have 
known him. 

His pretty white curls were all covered with 
dust, and his feet were dirty and bleeding. 

You could tell he had traveled a long way. 

When he jumped on the bed Lolo opened his 
eyes. ** Moufflon ! '' he whispered, and laid one 
little hand on the dog's head. 
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Moufflou pressed close to his master and kissed 
his little white face. Then very soon Lolo dropped 
off to sleep. 

By and by the doctor came in and said the 
child was very much better; he might get well 
after all. 

But one morning a man came upstairs, asking 
if Moufflou was there. 

He said they had taken him a long way on the 
cars, but one day he had run away, and they had 
never been able to find him. 

Tasso asked the man to please let the dog 
stay until he had seen the gentleman. 

Then, taking the money that had been given 
for Moufflou, he hurried away to the hotel. 

He found the little boy in the room with his 
father and told them both the sad story, — how 
Lolo had nearly died, and how the dog had found 
his way back all alone. 

*'Will you please take back the money?'' 
asked Tasso. 



140 

''I will go and be a soldier, if I must, but 
Moufflou must never leave Lolo again.'' 

Then the gentleman said, " It you will get me 
another little dog and teach him some of Moufl&ou's 
funny tricks, you may keep your dog and the 
money, too/' 

It was almost too good to be true. 

Tears came into Tasso's eyes. He thanked 
the gentleman again and again and hurried home 
to tell Lolo. 

So they found another dog and began to teach 
him Moufflon's tricks. 

But often Lolo sits on the floor and looks 
straight into Moufflon's eyes. 

**Tell me, my Moufflou," he says, *'how you 
ever came back to me. 

'' How did you cross the wide rivers and find 
your way through the woods ? " 

Moufflou can never answer, but if he could 
speak, I think he would say it was because he 
loved his master so much. ouida. (Adapted.) 
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Mrs. Tabby Gray with her three little kittens 
lived on top of the hay in the barn. 
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One of the kittens was white, one was black, 
and one was gray, just like her mother. 

When these three babies first opened their 
eyes, they were sure there was nothing so beau- 
tiful in all the world as their own dear mother. 

Mrs. Tabby smiled a little at this, and told 
them that there were a great many beautiful 
things in the world. 

When they were old enough, they should go 
up to the big house on the hill and see for 
themselves. 

Every day Mother Tabby went up to the house 
for her breakfast, dinner and supper, and when 
she came back she had a nice little story to tell. 

*'Meat for dinner, my dears," she would say; 
or, ''Ruth and I had a fine frolic together.'' 

When the kittens heard these nice things, they 
longed for the time when they could go, too. 

One day Mother Cat said : '* I have found a 
new home for you, children. It is a large black 
chest where some old clothes are kept. 
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**I think we will not wait any longer, but 
will move up to the house at once.'' 

Then she picked up the black kitten without 
any more words, and walked right out of the 
barn. 

In the barnyard there was a great noise; for 
the old white hen had laid an egg and wished 
every one to know it. 

But Mother Cat hurried on without once look- 
ing back, and soon dropped her kitten into the 
chest. 

The clothes made such a nice soft bed, and 
the kitten was so tired after his trip that he 
soon fell asleep. 

Then Mother Tabby hurried off for another 
little baby. 

While she was gone the lady who lived in the 
house looked into the room. 

When she saw the chest was open she closed 
and locked it, never dreaming there was a baby 
kitten inside. 




MRS. TABBY GRAY — II 

terribly rubbed keyhole led 
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As soon as the lady had gone upstairs, Mrs. 
Tabby Gray came back with her little white 

kitten. 
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When she found the chest was closed she 
was terribly frightened. 

She put the white kitten down and scratched 
with all her might on the side of the chest; but 
scratching did no good. 

Then she reached up to the keyhole, but that 
was a great deal too small for even a mouse to 
pass through. 

What was she to do? 

She picked up the white kitten and ran to 
the bam with it. 

Then she hurried back to the* house and went 
upstairs to the lady's room. 

The lady was playing with her baby. 

When Mother Cat saw this she rubbed against, 
her dress and cried: ^'Me-ow, me-ow! You have 
your baby and I want mine ! Me-ow, me-ow ! '' 

By and by the lady said: ''Poor kitty! you 
must be hungry. Come down to the kitchen 
and I will give you some milk.'' 

But the cat would not touch the milk. 
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Then the lady set a bowl of water on the 
floor, but Mrs. Tabby did not want any water. 

She ran to and fro crying and mewing, until 
at last the lady followed her. 

The cat led the way straight to the chest. 

''What can be the matter?'' thought the lady 
as she unlocked the chest. 

When she lifted the top, in jumped Mother 
Cat with such a bound that her little black kit- 
ten waked up with a start. 

''Oh, my dear child,'' said Mrs. Tabby Gray; 
"I have been so terribly frightened about you." 

And before the kitten could say a word she 
picked him up and started for the barn. 

The sun was bright in the barnyard, and the 
hens were still there, but Mother Tabby never 
stopped. 

When she was safe on the hay with her three 
little kittens, she told them that the barn was 
the best place for a home after all. 

Maud Lindsay. 
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•SWEET AND LOW 

low west ern breast 

thee roll ing dy ing 

Sweet and low, sweet and low, 

Wind of the western sea. 
Low, low, breathe and blow, 

Wind of the western sea! 
Over the rolling waters go. 
Come from the dying moon, and blow. 

Blow him again to me; 
While my little one, while my pretty one, sleeps. 

Sleep and rest, sleep and rest, 

Father will come to thee soon; 
Rest, rest, on mother's breast. 

Father will come to thee soon; 
Father will come to his babe in the nest. 
Silver sails all out of the west. 

Under the silver moon: 
Sleep, my little one ; sleep, my pretty one, sleep. 
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One Saturday Fred came out of the house, 
whistling merrily as he walked along. 

In one hand he carried a pail, and in the 
other a dipper. 

Wil} saw him from across the street. 
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** Hello/' he called; ''where are you going ?^' 

''Fishing/' said Fred, as he whistled away. 

"Where is your fishing pole?" asked Will. 

''Here/' laughed Fred, as he held up the 
dipper. 

"May I go with you?" asked Will. 

"Yes," said Fred, "come along." 

After they had followed the road for nearly 
a mile, the boys crossed a field. 

By and by they came to a pond of green water. 

"Why can't you tell me what you are after? " 
asked Will, as he watched Fred taking off his 
stockings and shoes. 

"Because," answered Fred, "if you keep your 
eyes open, you will find out for yourself." 

"May I fish, too?" asked Will. 

"I am afraid you wouldn't know my kind of 
fish if you should see them," said Fred; "and 
besides there is only one dipper." 

Then, telling Will to keep out of the mud, he 
began picking his way in the pond. 
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Every now and then he stopped to dip up 
something which he poured into his pail. 

Pretty soon he came back and sat down on 
the ground to put on his shoes. 

*' Where are you going now?'' asked Will. 

*' Going home/' said Fred. 

Will's face fell. '' I thought you were going 
fishing," he said. 

''Well, I have been fishing," laughed Fred. 
" Did n't you see me ? Now look into this pail 
and see if you know what I have caught." 

Will peeped into the pail. 

''I don't see anything," he said, ''but some 
dirty jelly full of black dots." 

" Well, those little dots are my fish," said Fred. 
" If you watch a few days, you will find they can 
swim as fast as any fish you ever caught." 

"But what are they now?" asked Will. 

"Eggs," said Fred; "and I am going to take 
them home where we can watch them grow into 
little tadpoles, and then into toads and frogs." 







FUNNY LITTLE TADPOLES — II 

stuff doz ens short er tails 
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When the boys reached home they went straight 
to the bam. 

Fred poured into a pan all that was in the pail, 
and set the pan iii a big sunny window. 

"What is that stuff that looks like jelly?" 
asked Will. 
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'' That is something the mother frogs and toads 
put there for their babies to eat, before they are 
big enough to find food for themselves/' answered 
Fred. 

''Won't it be fun to see the tadpoles eat?" 
asked Will. 

'' I guess you will think so before we are 
through with them," said Fred. 

After that Will stayed in the barn much of 
the time. 

Day by day he watched the tiny eggs grow. 

Then one afternoon he ran into the house 
where Fred sat studying. 

''Come quick," he said; "your tadpoles are 
alive. I saw them swim in the pan." 

And sure enough, when Fred went to look, there 
were dozens of small tadpoles swimming about. 

Such queer little things as they were with 
their big heads and long tails! 

Before very long the jelly was all eaten, and 
Fred put some tiny pieces of meat in the pan. 
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"For/' he told Will, "if we don't feed them, 
the big ones will eat up the little ones." 

The tadpoles grew very fast, and soon they 
each had four little legs. 

As their legs grew longer and stronger, their 
tails became shorter and shorter. 

And one morning, when Will went into the 
bam, there were no more tadpoles swimming 
about in the pan, but dozens of small frogs and 
toads hopping about on the floor. 

Fred said they were better oflF out of doore. 

So he put them into a basket, and carried them 
down to the pond, where he left them with their 
brothers and sisters. j^,^^,^ m. Hadley. (Adapted.) 



Two eyes and only one mouth have we. 
The reason I think must be, 
That we are not to talk about 
Everything we see. 

Two ears and only one mouth have we. 
The reason is very clear, — 
That we are not to talk about 
Everything we hear. 




THE TURKEY'S NEST— I 

health proud er hide 

though her self hay staek pile 

One day an old turkey hen went out to find 
a place to make her nest. 

She went a long way and took a long time, 
hut when at last she found what she liked, she 
said to herself: 

" They may go to the East, and go to the West, 
But they'll never be able to find my nest." 

And she was so proud of herself that she 
walked all the way home to the barnyard with 
her head in the air. 
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Her friends, the Gray Goose, the White Duck 
and the Brown Hen, were waiting for her, and 
when they saw her coming they called out, 
** Where in the world did you make your nest?" 

^* Guess,'' said the turkey hen. 

**Well,'' said the Gray Goose, "when I make 
my nest I always try to get near the water, for 
there is nothing so good for my health as water; 
so I '11 guess the goose pond." 

''Right," cried the Duck; ''the pond is the 
place." 

"I don't think so," said the Brown Hen. 
"There is nothing better than hay for one's 
health; so I'll guess the haystack." 

But though they did their very best, 

They never could guess where she'd made her nest. 

And the turkey grew prouder and prouder as 

she walked about the barnyard. 

One day Grandfather Hunt said, "That old 

turkey hen has made herself a nest somewkere." 
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" I think I can find it/' said Gertrude. 

** I am sure I can find it," said Paul. 

'' No, 1 11 find it,'' said Fred. ^^ She can't hide 
her nest from me." 

So they all started out to find the nest. 

Gertrude ran down to the meadow and looked 
among the tall grasses and bushes. 

But though she did her very best, 
She couldn't find the turkey's nest. 

Paul went over the hill to the flour mill ; then 
round by the goose pond, where he found the 
Gray Goose and the White Duck taking a swim. 

But though he did his very best, 
He couldn't find the turkey's nest. 

Fred began at home to look. First he peeped 
under the barn, and then back of the wood pile 
and haystack. 

But though he did his very best. 
He couldn't find the turkey's nest. 




THE TURKEY'S NEST — II 



turn 
meet 



twelve 
crook 



hatched 
cor ner 



rail 
fence 



The next day Aunt Mary said she guessed she 
could find the nest, so she went out into the 
garden and sat down under a tree, just as quiet 
as she could be. 

By and by the turkey hen came along. 

She saw Aunt Mary and Aunt Mary saw her, 
but neither of them said a word. 
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The turkey walked round and round in the 
garden, just as if she was n't thinking about any- 
thing at all; but at last she went through the 
gate into the road. 

Then Aunt Mary followed her as still as a 
mouse, and the turkey 

Went up the hill and down the hill, 

And through the fields and by the mill, 

And down across the meadow brook. 

By many a turn and many a crook. 

She went to the East and she went to the West, 

But she never went near her hidden nest. 

**I'll give up,'' said Aunt Mary; and the old 
turkey hen was prouder than ever. 

'' Now I guess it is my turn," said grandfather; 
so early one morning he started out to look for 
the nest. 

'' He will find it if any one can," said Paul. 

Grandfather was gone so long and the children 
grew so tired of waiting, that at last they ran 
down the road to meet him. 
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And when he saw them he called out : 

'^I tell you I have done my best, 
But I can't find that turkey's nest." 

And the turkey hen grew prouder and prouder. 

She stayed at her nest, wherever it was, nearly 
all the time now, and only came to the barnyard 
when she wanted something to eat. 

The Gray Goose and the White Duck and the 
Brown Hen said they wouldn't be surprised at 
anything she did. 

But they were surprised, and so were the chil- 
dren, when one morning she walked into the yard 
with twelve little turkeys, as fine as you please. 

''Just look at my children, '^ she said. ''I 
hatched them all out in my nest down in the 
corner of the old rail fenced 

And she whispered to herself: 

"\ tell you what, I did my best, 
When I found that place to make my nest." 

Maud Lindsay. 



160 




CLOVERS 







trim lawns cares prayers 

sinks dawns clovers livelong 

The clovers have no time to play: 
They feed the cows and make the hay, 
And trim the lawns, and help the bees. 
Until the sun sinks through the trees. 

And then they lay aside their cares, 
And fold their hands to say their prayers. 
And drop their tired little heads, 
And go to sleep in clover beds. 

Then when the day dawns clear and blue. 
They wake and wash their hands in dew; 
And as the sun climbs up the sky. 
They hold them up and let them dry; 
And then to work the livelong day,^ 
For clovers have no time to play. 

Helena Leeming Jelliffb. 
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THE PERFECT LILY — I 

lily lovely behind gift 

bulb swiftly precious arms 

One night, when the great round moon was 
sailing across the sky, an angel peeped from 
behind a golden cloud. 

Before any one knew what was to happen, he 
came swiftly to earth and laid a tiny lily bulb in 
Mother Earth's arms. 

Mother Earth smiled as she pressed the little 
bulb to her breast. 

Looking up into the lovely face of the angel, 
she said, '' The King in the far-away country has 
sent me one of his flower children that I may 
take care of it for him. Tell him I thank him 
for his precious gift.'' 

Then the angel left the earth as swiftly as 
he came. 
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THE PERFECT LILY -II 
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When the people saw the tiny lily bulb in 
Mother Earth's arms, they were very happy. 

Every time they passed its little earth home 
they clapped their hands and cried, " Oh, see 
bow it is growing! " 
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But the lily bulb did not know that he was 
growing. 

All he did was to lie very quietly in his 
mother's arms, while she held him close and 
gave him his food. 

But by and by he was strong enough to reach 
up and catch the dancing sunbeams as they 
played about him. 

Then he saw that he was growing taller 
every day. 

When the wind blew he would bend his lit- 
tle body and whisper softly to Mother Earth, 
'* Thank you, dear mother, for giving me the 
food that is helping me to grow.'' 

To the bright and shining sun he would say, 

*^ Thank you, dear sun, for you, too, are helping 

« 
me to grow." 

And when the raindrops came pattering down 

he said '' Thank you " again, for he knew he 

could not grow at all unless the raindrops were 

willing to help. 
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At last lie grew so tall that he began to think 
about himself, and wonder what he was going 
to be. 

The more he thought, the more he wondered. 

So one day he said, '' Dear Mother Earth, 
please tell me what I am going to be.'' 

« 

Mother Earth gave him a loving smile and 

answered, '^ My dear little plant child, you are 

going to be a lily, — a beautiful lily with a heart 

of gold. 

*^ When the King gave you to your Earth 

Mother that is what he wished you to become. 

" But now that you know the King's purpose 
in sending you here, you must work every day 
yourself if you wish to grow aright. 

''So at last when the King looks into your 
face, as he will some day, he will say, 'This 
flower child, which I sent to Mother Earth, has 
become a perfect lily.' " 

After this talk with Mother Earth, the little 
plant thought a great deal. 
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*' A perfect lily ! I wonder what it is like ! " 
lie said to himself many times. ''If I could 
only see a perfect lily, then I could tell how I 
ought to grow.'' 

Kind Mother Earth seemed to know his 
thoughts, for one day she said, '' Come, my child, 
I will show you a Perfect Lily." 

Then she showed him what she loved above 
all else. 

''See!" she said softly; "this is the Perfect 
Lily which the King in the far-away country 
sent long ago. Look at it often and try to 
grow in its likeness." 

So day by day the plant child watched the 
beautiful flower. 

And, as he looked upon it, he loved it more 
and more, saying ever as he grew, " I will be 
like the Perfect Lily." 

Mary E. Hutcheson. (Adapted,) 
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GUIDE TO PRONUNCIATION 



A key to the diacritical marking used in the Word List 



a as 


in fate 


a " 


senate 


a " 


fat 


a " 


arm 


a " 

• • 


all 

• • 


a " 


ask 


a " 


c§.re 


6 " 


mete 



I. 


VOWELS 


$ as in 


Svent 


e 


i( 


m6t 


e 


a 


her 


i 


(( 


ice 


t 


(( 


tdea 


I 


(i 


It 


i 


(C 


sir 





C( 


old 



6 as in 


. 6bey 


6 " 


n6t 


00 " 


food 


do " 


foot 


u " 


use 


u " 


unite 


H « 


lip 


u " 


fur 



a = 
1 = 

= 



5 as in what 
a " there 
e " girl 
00 " move 



II. EQUIVALENTS 

o = do as in wolf 
6 = ti " son 
6 = a " h6rse 
\i = 00 " r\jle 



u = 00 as in pull 

y = I "fly 
y = I " baby 



m. CONSONANTS 



q (= s) as in miQe 



th (unmarked) as in thin 



€ or c (unmarkec 


I) as in eall 


ph (= f) • 


" phani 


eh (= k) 


" school 


§(=z) 


" I§ 


eh (unmarked) 


" child 


z (like s sonant) 


" zone 


g(=j) 


" cage 


qu (unmarked) 


" quite 


g (hard) 


" get 


? (= gz) 


" ejact 


n (= ng) 


" Ink 


X (unmarked) 


" vex 


th 


" thSm 







All other unmarked consonants have their usual English sounds. 
Vowels when obscured and turned toward the neutral sound are marked 
tJiasf, ^, ff, etc. Silent letters are italicized. 



WORD LIST 



a'ble 
a bove' 
A'bra hSm 
Lm'coZn 
a cr6s5' 
a f raid' 
aft er noon' 
a gainst' 

(6) 

a live' 
al'most 
a lone' 
a ISng' 
al'so 
a mong' 
an'gel 
Sn'i malg 
an oth'er 
an'si^Sr 
a'ny thing 

(6) 

a'ny way 

(6) 

Ap51'16 
a rigrAt' 
arige' 
armg 



a round' 
a side' 
at^nt 

a wait'ing 
a wake' 
a wak'en 

bag 

bSre 

bark 

bam 

beast 

bS came' 

bS cat^ge' 

bS come' 

bS gSn' 

bSgm' 

bS hind' 

bS ISnged' 

bgnd 

bSr'rieg 

bS side' 

bSt'tSr 

birch 

blSck'smlth 



bladeg 

blSn'kgt 

bleed'ing 

blew 

(ti) 

b6d'y 

b6m 

both 

hough^ 

bound 

how 

branch 

brSast 

breathe 

brirfg'Sg 

bri^At'ly 

bring 

hrdught 

bug 

bfig'gy 

bulb 
Bun'ny 
btim'lng 
bush'Sg 

cage 



cSp 

c€ire§ 

car§. 

cSs'fle 

cS.t 

CMcght 

cave 

changed 

chgst 

clSp 

clean 

clear 

clip'pSt y 

close 

clotheg 

clo'vSrg 

Gly'tie 

coal 

c6n tgnt' 

cool 

c8r'nSr 

coun'trleg 

creep 

crick'Sts 



\0^ 
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crook 


dfist 


fglZ 


goose 


crSss 


dy'ing 


fenQe 


gro'9er 


crufch 




ferng 


guess 


cry 


each 


fid'dleg 


guide 


ctirlg 


ear'ly 


filZ'ing 


giit'ter 




earth'worm 


floor 




dark 


earth/y 


flo2/;n 


hSin'mered 


dark'er 


east 


fliit'ter ing 


handg 


dai(;ng 


eat'en 


fold 


hSp'pen 


dsLy^Ught 


Slse 


f6ia6w;ed 


harsh 


deal 


gnd 


fSr'gst 


hSfched 


dear'ly 


^ noiigh 


fSrgW 


hay 


dew 


(f) 
Eu gene' Field 


f 5r g8t'ten 
f6r'ttine 


hay'stSck 
hgalth 


die 


e'ven 










free 


heart 


dtm'pkd 


e'ven ing 


Fri'd% 


heat 


dip 


ev'ery thing 


frignd'ly 


hSav'en 


dip'per 
dirt'y 


ey^ 


friSndg 
fro 


hgld 
her sglf ' 


d8c'tQr 


fa§e 


fr8g5 


Hi a wa'tha 


done 


fair 


fr8ric 


hid'den 


door'way 


fatVy 


fruits 


hiHe 


d8t 


fS,ir'y ISnd 


fuiz 


hTlZ 


doth 


faith'ful 

■ 


• 


hilZ'side 


doz'eng 


falZ'en 

* • 


gat« 


him sglf ' 


drain 


far'thSr 


gatii'gr 


hold 


dream 


fas iened 


ggn'tlg lug-n 


hd6k 


driv'mg 


feast 


gift 


hSrse'shoe 

•• 


drove 


Fgb'ru a ry 


giv'en 


hQs'pI t^l 


dry 


feet 


yu^ju) 


kitSl' 



% 9 
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how Sv'Sr 

howl 

hung 

hiint 

hiir'ried 

hiir'iy 

hush 

V\l 

nz 

m deed' 

m'side 

iron 

jsi'ly 

jomed 

joy 

joyfully 
ju'ni per 

kgpt 

key'hole 

king 

kissed 

kifch'Sn 

Z:new 

faiScked 
known 



lad'dgr 

lad' en 

la'dy 

laid 

lame 

ISmps 

lap 

large 

last 

lai«;n§ 

leaf 

IgcZg'gg 

Igg 

lie 

llft'gd 

YLghi 

like'n§s5 

lil'y 

li'on 

lis'^en 

live'15ng 

lacked 

15g 

Lo'lo 

lone'ly 

18n'gSr 

Ipge 

15st 

loud'er 



love'ly 
low 
lus cious 

mark 

mar'ket 

mas'ter 

mat'ter 

meal 

meat 

med'dle 

meet 

mgr'rlly 

mgt 

mew 

mighi 

mile 

milZ'er 

mine 

min'er 

MlS5 

molds 

mon'ey 

moo 

moon 

m6m'ing-glo ry 

m8s6*'S§ 

most 



mouth 
moveg 
mud-pieg' 
mu'sic 

JL 

mus'kSts 
my sSlf ' 

near'ly 

nei'thSr 

nSxt 

nSd'dgd 

noise 

JL 

n8r 

NS'ra 

noth'ing 

o'er 
8f';en 
old'er 
on'ly 
o'ri ole 
dught 
our sSlves' 
out'side 
o ver hSad' 
o ver t8ps' 

pail 

pa poose' 
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past 

pSt'ter ing 
pay 
per'fSct 

pSt'al§ 
pile 

pine 

plgn'ty 

plow 

po'et ry 

poles 

pSnd 

po'ny 

p6ta't6 

powred 

pr&yerg 

pre cious 

(prSsh'Os) 

prSssed 
pret'tt Sr 

(X) 

pret'ti Sst 

0) 

prinqe 
proud 
proud' er 
ptir'pose 

queer 
quick 
quPSt 
qutlts 



rml 

rSp 

reach 

re'gl ly 

rea'gon 

re mem'ber 

rSst 

riv'er 

road 

road' side 

roar 

rode 

rolZ'ing 

room 

rope 

round 

rubfeed 

rub'ber 

rug 

riist 

sM 

safe 

scrSfched 

Screa'kaw 

sea§ 

seek 

seem 

sglf'fah 

s61Z 



sgt 
sews 

(5) 

sh61?§ 

shin'y 

shook 

shore 

short' er 

shoi/; 

sick 

side 

sigh 

sight 

sll'ver 

siuQe 

sinks 

sis'tSrg 

skieg 

sktn 

sloM?'ly 

smalZ 

smile 

smoke 

smooth 

snott;'y 

s8£t'ly 

son 

s5r'r6i«; 

speak 



squaw 

starg 

start'Sd 

stSm 

stick'y 

stilZ 

stood 

straig'At 

strange 

street 

strSn'gSr 

stiid'ied 

stiid'y 

stuf/ 

such 

sung 

sup'per 

sm'e 

(8h) 

stir priged' 
swal'16ii;ed 
swift'ly 
swim 

TSb^by 

ta'ble 

tSd'p5leg 

tail§ 

tak'en 
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talZ'Sr 

tap 

T&'s6 

teach 

tearg 

teeth 

tSnt 

tSr'ri bly 

thee 

thgm sSlvcg' 

thlck'gst 

tho§6 

though 

thrgad 

thrpt^g'A 

thrush 

tied 

tllZ 

tin 

tints 



t8d'dllng 


try'Ing 


wSst 


to g§th'er 


tune 


wSst'ern 


td^k 


tflm 


what Sv'gr 

• 


t6p 


twelve 


which gv'gr 


toiich 


twigg 


while 


Ww^rd 




whis'pered 


town 


un fold'gd 


who^e 


toys 
trS,v'gkd 


iin lgs5' 


wide 


iin 18cked' 


wig'wam 


trSrn'bling 


un tn' 


with out' 


tricks 


u§ed 


woin'^n 
won'der 


tried 


vine 


won'dSr f ul 


trim 




• 

won't 


trip 


wait 


wore 


trou'ble 


walZ 

• • 


world 


trou'gerg 


warrn'gst 


(A) 


trout 


wafch 

• 


worse 

(A) 


truTi'dle-bgd 


wglZ 


t^rote 


truth 







ANNOUNCEMENTS 



THE BLODGETT READERS 

By FRANCES E. BLODGETT and ANDREW B. BLODGETT, Superin- 
tendent of Schools, Syracuse, N.Y. 



PRIMER i2mo, cloth, 115 pages, illustrated, partly in color, 30 cents 

The lessons of this first book occupy one page each, the sentence, one line in 
length, being the unit. The style is conversational, and the subjects those 
that most quickly attract the attention of children. The simple, well-selected 
vocabulary is introduced only as fast as the learner can master the words. 

FIRST READER iimo, doth, ix+ 131 pages, illustrated, with frontispiece 
in color, 30 cents 

The gradation between the " Primer*' and the " First Reader" is very easy, 
and the text is still conversational in character. The lessons tell about honey- 
bees, animals, trees, and other bits of natural history familiar to child life. 

SECOND READER lamo, cloth, 173 pages, illustrated, with frontis- 
piece in color, 35 cents 

Here the pupil finds the stories that he can read most easily and understand- 
ingly, — that will invite his growing powers to further effort. Nature, fable, 
fact, and fimcy are interwoven in a simple and fiiscinating manner, with always 
a care to ethical influence. 

THIRD READER lamo, cloth, 259 pages, illustrated, 45 cents 

"The Story of Hans," " Golden River," and "Tiny Tim's Christmas Din- 
ner ' ' are only representative of the generous and well-chosen collection of Lit- 
tle Classics offered in this reader. The selections are all sufficiently complete 
to give the child a knowledge of and taste for the authors and their writings. 

FOURTH READER nmo, cloth, 382 pages, illustrated, 65 cents 

While satisfying the child's natural and wholesome craving for a story, the 
" Fourth Reader" opens to him a wide range of reading of intrinsic literary 
value, which will stimulate his intellectual interest and at the same time lay a 
foundation for the future study of history, mythology, science, and poetry. 

FIFTH READER i2mo, cloth, 481 pages, illustrated, 75 cents 

The " Fifth Reader" continues the plan of the Fourth and represents a still 
wider authorship in the best poetry and prose at home and abroad. The list 
includes not only such story-writers as Hugo, Scott, and Irving, but also 
historians and essayists of whom Carlyle, Motley, and Ruskin are typical. 

GINN AND COMPANY Publishers 



TWO BOOKS BY JOHANNA SPYRI 

HEIDI. A Little Swiss Girl's City and 

Mountain Life 

Translated from the German by HELEN B. DOLE 
363 pages. Illustrated 



HEIDI " is a charming story of a Swiss girl. Her life in a 
rough mountain hut, her experiences in a city home where 
she meets another little girl of very different bringing up, and the 
changes that come in consequence into both their lives are told 
with dramatic interest and vigor. The conversations are viva- 
cious and natural, and the primitive life on the Alpine pastures 
is happily contrasted with the more conventional mode of living 
into which the little unsophisticated mountain maiden comes like 
a breath of upper air. 

MONI THE GOAT BOY and Other Stories 

Tianslated and edited by EDITH F. KUNZ, recently teacher in the 

Erie High School, Erie, Pa. 

i6mo. Qoth. viii + 211 pages. Illustrated 



1 OVERS of " Heidi " will be glad to welcome another book 
^ by the same author. The clear, refreshing air of the Swiss 
mountains is in all Johanna Spyri's work. She is to the little 
folk of Switzerland what Louisa M. Alcott is to American chil- 
dren. This new volume contains three stories, — " Moni the Goat 
Boy," " Without a Friend," and «* The Little Runaway." In all 
these tales there is a constant revelation of the wholesome joys 
and pleasures of peasant life. The author's selection of char- 
acteristic details gives to her pictures a reality which is rare in 
books written for children. 

GINN & COMPANY Publishers 



LONG'S WOOD FOLK SERIES 

ILLUSTRATED BY CHARLES COPELAND 

WAYS OF WOOD FOLK 

List price, 50 cents ; mailing price, 60 cents 

This delightful work tells of the ways of the commoner wook folk, such as the crow, 
the rabbit, the wild duck ; and also gives glimpses of the bear, the beaver, and the moose. 

WILDERNESS WAYS 

List price, 45 cents ; mailing price, 50 cents 

The hidden life of the wilderness is here presented by sketches and stories gathered, 
not from books or hearsay, but from the author's personal contact with wild things of 
every description. 

SECRETS OF THE WOODS 

List price, 50 cents; mailing price, 60 cents 

This is another chapter in the shy, wild life of the fields and woods, of Little Toohkees, 
the wood mouse that dies of fright in the author's hand ; the mother otter, Keeonekh, 
teaching her little ones to swim ; and the little red squirrel with hb many curious habits. 

WOOD FOLK AT SCHOOL 

List price, 50 cents; mailing price, 60 cents 

The title suggests the central thought about which the author has grouped some of his 
most fascinating animal studies. To him, " the summer wilderness is one vast school- 
room in which a multitude of wise, patient mothers are teaching their little ones the 
things they must know in order to hold their place in the world and escape unharmed 
from a hundred dangers. 

A LITTLE BROTHER TO THE BEAR 

List price, 50 cents ; mailing price, 60 cents 

Mooweesuk the Coon b called the bear's little brother by both Indians and naturalists, 
because of the many ways in which he resembles the *' big prowler in the black coat." 
An absorbing chapter on the coon's secret habits begins this volume. It is followed by 
.1 tones about the woodcock, the wildcat, the toad, and many other animals. 

NORTHERN TRAILS 

BOOK I. List price, 45 cents; mailing price, 50 cents 
BOOK II. List price, 45 cents ; mailing price, 50 cents 

Northern Trails " is a wonderfully interesting study of new animals in a new land, 
— the mossy barren grounds of Labrador and Newfoundland. 

The story of Wayeeses the Great White Wolf, which comprises Book I, is pronounced 
by an educated ranchman, who has spent thirty years in a wolf country, to be " the best 
and the truest wolf story ever written." 

Book II includes studies of the wild goose, fishes, whale, polar bear, and a multitude 
of smaller birds and animals, and ends with a fascinating story of a salmon's life. 

GINN & COMPANY Publishers 



CLASSICS FOR CHILDREN 



THIS series of books consists so far as possible of 
complete works from the great masters, specially 
edited to meet the wants of young people in the school 
and in the home. 



^sop's Fables 

Andersen's Fairy Tales, Part i 

Andersen's Fairy Tales, Part 2 

Arabian Nights 

Bunyan's Pilgrim's Progress 

Burt's Stories from Plato 

Cervantes's Don Quixote 

Chamisso's Peter Schlemihl 

Chesterfield's Letters 

Church's Stories of the Old World 

Defoe's Robinson Crusoe 

Dickens's Tale of Two Cities 

Epictetus 

Fiske-Irving's Washington 

Fouqud's Undine 

Francillon's Gods and Heroes 

Franklin : His Life by Himself 

Goldsmith's Vicar of Wakefield 

Grimm's Fairy Tales, Part I 

Grimm's Fairy Tales, Part II 

Grote and S^gur's Two Great Retreats 

Hughes's Tom Brown at Rugby 

Hugo's Jean Valjean 

Irving's Alhambra 

Irving's Sketch-Book (Six Selections) 

Jefferies's Sir Bevis 

Johnson's Rasselas 

Kingsley's Greek Heroes 

Kingsley's Water-Babies 



Lamb's Adventures of Ulysses 

Lamb's Tales from Shakespeare 

Litchfield's Nine Worlds 

Marcus Aurelius 

Martineau's Peasant and the Prince 

Montgomery's Heroic Ballads 

Plutarch's Lives 

Ram6e's Bimbi 

Ruskin, Selections from 

Ruskin's King of the Golden River 

Saintine's Picciola 

Scott's Guy Mannering 

Ivanhoe 

Lady of the Lake 

Lay of the Last Minstrel 

Marmion 

Old Mortality 

Quentin Durward 

Rob Roy 

Tales of a Grandfather 

Talisman 
Shakespeare's Merchant of Venice 
Southey's Life of Nelson 
Spyri's Heidi 
Swift's Gulliver's Travels 
White's Selbome * 
Williams and Foster's Selections for 

Memorizing 
Wyss's Swiss Family Robinson 
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